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CAIUS GRACCHUS. 



—A Street in Rome — nx Cüize 
dücovered. 



Enter Mabous and Titus, looking occasionaUy back, as if 
otiserving »omething paasing behind tkem. 

Mar. Who is that next him in mourning ? 

Tit. Hia nephew ; the rest are common friends. 
Poor Vettiiia ! no one will plead for him. 

Mar. Peace ! they are Coming ob. 



Vet. Weep not, my friends, for me; for Rome — for 
Ruine 
Reserve your teajs. Her priJe is tum'd to stiame ; 
Her wealth to poverty; her strength to weakuess; 
Her fair report into a blasted name, 
Which owns no grace of virtue. Who would thrive 
In Rome, let him foi^et what honour ia, 
Truth, reverence for the gods, respect for man ; 
Let him have hands oon^ort with deeda, whose namea 
The doer whispers, while he cannot force 
His eyes to go the way of his hands. Ay, gas«, 
Ye poor, despised, and ontcast sons of Rome ! 
That cvoiich to your own power, by men more strong, 
Only because more daring, wrencli'd from you ! 
Ay, gaze ; and see yonr lovers, one by one. 
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Cut off; and never ourae, unless it be 
Your owa hands, tliat you dare not stretch to save theni ! 
^Vettiits and kh Friends go out. 

Tit. Masters, we are in a sorrowful plight indoed, 
when such a friend as Vettius sparns ua. 

Mar. See ! wlio is that he stops to spoak to ? 

Tit. Know you not? Why, you've seen him as 
uften as youVe seen your own hand. 'Tis the Senator 
Fannius — that Fannius, that looks so sweetly on the 
people, and, for atl that, nsver yet did them a guod 

Mar, ! is it ho ? 

Tit. To be surc it is ! See how he leams to Vettius, 
and seems to pity him. I Warrant you there's a toar 
in hia eye now, although hia heart would laugh to t«ll 
yo« how it came there. See, he puts hia hand upon 
his breast ; that'a an appeal to his honesty, which is 
alwaya sure to bc out of the way, wlienever any one eise 
happens to call upon it. Oh, he'a a proper patrician ! 

Mar. Think you they wül condemn Vettius ? 

Tit. Think you ho is a friend to tlie people ? 

Mar. Who doubts that he is? 

Tit. Who donbta, tlien, they will condemn him ? 

Mar. See! Fannius quits him. 

Tii. And he's aa much his friend aa ever he was. 
His absence will profit him just as much as his pve- 
sence. — Yonder comes Licinius, the brother-in-law of 
Caius Gracchus. Who knows but Caius will speak 
for Vettius, who was his brother Tiberius's friend ? 

Mar. Not he ! He never appears in the assemhlies 
of the people. 

Pro. No ; he loves to keop house better. He is 
married, you know ; and his wife is a fair womao. No 
wonder he prefera her Company to ours. 

Mar. Do they say he is a man of any parts ? 

Tit. Yes; he assisted his brother Tiberius once, 
when he was tribune ; and he was thought to be of 
great promise. 'Tis aaid he is much given to study. 

Mar. 'Twould seem so, indeed ; and that he had not 
yet found out it was the patricians who murdored his 
brother. I would have taken niore revenge for a cur 



•dby Google 



CAIUS GHACCHTIS. 1 

of niine that had been lamed, than Caius took for Iiis 
brother that was mnrdered. What reVenge did he 
take ? None ! He kept house, wliile the patriciana 
buried his brother in the Tiber ! Rome lias nething to 
hope from liini. 

Pro. Nay, that's certaiii. Ile'U never die for the 
people. 

Mar. Die ! No, nor live neither. 

Tit. Silence ! I.iciniua is here. 

Enter Licinius and Caius Gracchi'k. 

Lic. Health to you, master ! 

Mar. Health to Liciniua ! 

Caius. fTo Licinius.] The people look coldlyon nie. 

Lic. Hang them ! They show fine airs at their 
own handywork, I'U speak to them. 

Caius. Gently, I pray you ; they are bare and 
hungry, houseless and fricndlesa, and my heart bleeds 
for them, 

Lic. What is the cause of your collecting ? 

Lit. We come to soe Vettiua condemned. 

Liö. Why do you say condemned? Tlie laws are 
to tiy him. He will have justice. 

Mar. Äy, from the patricians ! 

Lic. What of t!:e patricians ? Are not the patricians 

Mar. Not to the people. 

Lic. Why not ? 

Mar. Because they have the power to be otherwise. 
They have as great dominion over the people, as over 
their oxen ; and so they treat them like their oxen, — 
unhide them, hack them vip, and feed upon them. 

Lie. Are the people, then, no better Üian their oxen, 
that they endurc all this ? 

Mar. What can the people do? They have no 
iriende tbat will speak, or act for them. The people 
can do nothing of themselves — they have no power. 
If the people could find friends 

Lic. Peace ! peace ! If you gain friends, you lose 
them straight. 
Wlioe'er would die for you, may die for you. 
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Yoii shrug, yoTi ahiver, and you whlne ; but he 
That pities you, liaa need himself uf pity. 
You make a big shout, and a frightful face, 
But in your acts are little to bo fearcd. 

Mar. Are you against us, too ? You that were 
Tiherius's friend? 

Lie. Who but his friend should be against you ? You 
That feil from him in danger, who to you 
In danger clung ? Who would not be against you ? 
Drowning, you make a cry ; and when. a hand 
Is found to keep your head above the flood, 
And bear you safe to land, at the first wave 
That booros upon you — idiots in your fear ! 
You mar his skill, and sink him to the bottom ! 

Mar. Is tliat onr way ? 

Im. Askyou for friends, who to your friends are foes? 
I wonld that Caius Gracchus now were here, 
Whose brother you gave up to death. 

Mar. We gavo ! 

hk. Ye gave ! When, in the exercise of your rights, 
The nobles, with their herd of slaves and cüents, 
Drove you — a baso herd to be so driven ! — 
With cluba and levera from the market-place, 
What did you then ? Like spectrea, with your fear, 
Livid and purged of substauce, you glared on, 
And aaw Tibeijua, mangled with their staves, 
Into the Tiber thrown, as butchers cast 
The entrails to the tide. 

Caius. No more, Lieiniua ; 
Pray you, no more ; you are too stem with them. 

hie. Too stem ! Would the patriciana leam of me, 
I'd teach them how to oater for the people. 
They should not have a vote. If free-born men 
Will crouch like slaves, why would yoii have them 
freemen ? 

Caiits. It is bis mode, friends ; let him be ; ne'er 
mind him, 

^LicjNiDs and Caius Gracchus go out. 

Mar. 'Tis piain Licinius is no Kend of ours. 
Tit. He says truth, You suffeted the patricians 
and their slaves to murder Tiberius. 
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Mar. If Licintus \s so bitter against us, what must 
we expect from Caius ? 

Tit. Yet would he liave stopped Licinius when he 
railed at ua, Wlid knowa but Caius would beMend 
the people if he could ? 

Mar. Not he ! Ile'd hang the peoplo if he could — 
Conie, masters; to the forum. Farewell, Tiberiua! 
He would not See Vettius accuaed without defending 
hini, — 'Twin be long before wo shall see such another 
friend as Tiberius ! C^^'^^ 9° "'"■ 



SCENE IL— rAe Forum-the Tribunal, on tehich it 

the Curuh Ckair, aix Lidorg on eaeh nde — im» Allar 

— « Ro^rum. 
Flamihius, Opiuius, Tl'ditanus, Fannius, and Senators^ 
discovered. 

Opi. How would you eure a state o'errun with evila, 
But as yoii'd cleanse a garden rank witli weeds ? 
Up with them by the roots ! The alothfal band 
That will not hend it to the necdfu! work, 
Mars its own ease, aod profitless expends 
The labour which it grudges. Why falls Tiberius, 
If not his coadjutor ? Vettius free, 
Gtracchus should have been free, and It(»ne a slave. 

Fla. Know you what friend ho tmsts with his 
defencc ? 

Tud. 'Tis rumout'd, but I say not with what truth, 
That, hopelesa of acquittal, hc will plead 
Guilty, and throw himself upon our mercy. 

Opi. Our mercy, then, ia mercy to ourselves ; 
In ahowing wldcli, we dare not pardon him. 
Caius, I truat, will not appear für him. 

Fan. Not he ; he shuna all care of public questions, 
And seems to be a mild retiring man. 
He is not of the temper of Tiberius ; 
Or, if he is, he doea not emulate 
His fate. 

Opi. I would not have him speak for Vettius : 
His voice would be omnipotent against us. 
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Fem. See, Vettius is at hand '. Opimius, 
You will conduiit tlie proaecution. 

[Flaminids aseends the trilmnal — the Patridang 
foUow, and remain at the foot of the tteps — 
Opimius ffoes and mcmä» the rostrum. 

JEntefVETTivsieilh hisFrierids^follmoed 6i/Titus, Mabci;», 
and Citizens. 

Opi. Vettius, stand forth ! 

Vet. {_Admnäng.'^ Behold, Opimius, 
The sacrifice is ready ! 

Opi. The false man 
Is his own. sacrificer. Gentle Bomans, 
When shall we livo as brotliera ? Is tiot Bome 
Cur common luotlier ? Why should we, her sons, 
Be foes ? Ye powers that favour civil concord, 
Preparo your vengeancc, for the fratricide 
Fomenta distrust among us. 

Tit. Opimius paya the people court. 

Mar. Yes, he ridea us woU, He atrotes us, when 
we do not need the spur. 0, we are gentle beasts ! 

Opi. You, Spuriua Vettius, I acouse of treaaon. 
What answer you ? 

Vet. That, sinoe the times decree 
To innoconce, what was in. ancient days 
The penalty of guilt, I am prepared 
To sufFer your award, and answer — guilty ! 

\_Goes under the rostrum. 

Fla. And wave you all defense ? 

Vet. When kncw you, consul, 
A man already cast to mafce defence ? 
I seem at large, but well am I advised 
My cause ia tried, and final sentence pass'd. 
If you would have me usc a Eoman's right, 
Show me the Romans I shall claim it of. 
Call you thcse Romans ? Wliy, your rery slaves 
Put on a prouder port, and cower not thus 
Before you ! 

Opi. Hoar you his seditious speech ? 
But he convicts himself. Say, Romans, say, 
What penalty do you adjudge the traitor ? 
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Tvd. Let it be death. 

T%d. Nay, gocd Tuditanus, name some other punisb- 
ment. We will consent to baniah him. 

OjO», It is too mild a sentence. Let it be deatii ! 

Senators. Ay, death ! 

Fla. Come down, Opimius, help us to collect 
The votcB. 

[Opimids descench front tke rostrum.. aml goes 
down hekind the Citizens. 

fei. 0, Romans ! ho that is content 
To live among you, prostrate as you are, 
Sliould suffer worse than death ! 

O/A. Your votea ! 

Caius GBAfjcHfs appears in the rostrum. 

Caius. Opimiua, hold ! 

(lipon h4aring Caios Gracchus the people shoul, 
prms round the rostrmn, and erp " Caias] Caius 
Graccbua! Caius! Caius!") 

Opi. How! Gracchus in the rostrum ! 

Caius. Hold, good Opimius ! do not yet collect 
The votes. 

Tit. ^ Cüiaem. No ! no !— No votes I 

Mar. Speak, Caius Gracchus ! speak ! 

Caius. I come to plead for Yettius. 

Tit. Go on ! go on ! 

Caitts. The brother of Tiberius for the friend ! 

Mar. Noble Caius, go on ! 

Caius. I pray you, gentle frienda, if I sbouid make you 
A poor, confused, disjointed, graeeless spcech, 
Let it not hurt the man for whom 1 plead. 
If I ahould falter — if my heart should rise 
Into my throat, and choke my utterance, 
Or if my eyes should with a torront drown 
My struggling words, let it not, I heaeecli you, 
Let it not Iiurt the man for whom I plead ! 

Mar. T^iberius lives s^ain ! Tiberius speaks ! 

Caius. Tiberius livea agaio ! Alaa, my friends ! 
Go ask the Tiber if he lives again ; 
Ciy for him to its waters ; they do know 
Where ynui Tiberius lies, never to live 
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Again. Tlieir rfianncl was liia only grave, 
Where they do murmur o'er him ; but, with all 
The restless cliafing of their many wavos, 
Caniiot awake one throb in tlie big heart 
That wont to boat so streng, wlien struggling for 
Your libertiea ! 

Tit. Noble Tiberius 1 

Mar. Noble Caius! See how he weeps for bis brother ! 

Opi. Their hearts aro bis already. Ourlabour'slost. 

Caius. What is't you do ? Is it to banishment 
Or death, you aro about to doom that man ? 
Know you no heavier punishment for tboae 
Tliat love you ? Rather let tbcm live, to hear 
You groan beneath the burdens of the great. 
And bear it ! — -To behold you vilely spura'd 
By Clients, bondsmen, hirelinga, and bear it ! 
To aee you griped hy heartleas usury ! 
To hear your cbildren cry to you for food, 
Without a, shcitcr for your wretcbed heads, 
Or land enough to serve you for a grave, 
And bear it ! To a Roman, such as Vettins, 
What banishment, what death, were suffering 
Equal to life like this ? 

Tit. Moat true ! most tnie ! 

Mar. Vettius is a friend to the people, and therefore 
he is accuaed. 

Firtt Citizen. Ay, that's bis crime. 

Seaond Citii^n. He's innoceot. 

Tit. 8{ Mar. Vettius ia innocent ! 

Opi. Have you done, Caius ? 
For, by your leave, I will produoc my witnesses. 

Vet. They are the croaturcs of tby tampering; 
"Wretches that fcod upon the victims of 
Tliy cruelty, 

Opi, Hoa, thoro ! My witnessea ! 

Mar. No witneasea ! no witnesses ! 

Til. Speak, Gracchus, speak ! 
We'll hear you, Gracchus, before a thousand witaesses, 

Citizens. Go on ! go on ! 

Caius. Romana ! I hold a copy of the cliarge, 
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And depositions of the witneaaes. 
Upon thrce several grounds he is arraign'd : 
Firat, tbat he strove to bring the magistracy 
Into contempt ; next, that he form'd a plot, 
With certain. slaves, to raise a tumult ; laat — 
Änd were there hero tho slightest proof, myaelf 
Woiild bid him aheathe a dagger in hia breast, — 
That he conspired with enemies of Rorae, — 
With foreigners — barbarians, to betray her ! 
The firat, I'll anawer : Vettius ia a Roman, 
And 'tis bis priviloge to speak hia thoughts. 
The noxt, I'll answer : Vettius ia a freeman, 
And never would malte compact with a alave. 
The laat I'll answer : Vettius loves hia countiy ; 
Änd who tbat loves hia country would betray her ? 
But, aay they, ' "We have witness againat him." 
Name them ! Who standa the first upon the list ? 
A client ! TU oppoae to bim a Senator. 
Who noxt ? A alave ! Set down a Roman knight ! 
Who followa last ? The servant of a Qaestor ! 
I'll place a Tribune opposite to bim ! 
How stand we now ? Which weighs the heavier ? 
Their Qiiestor's servant, or my Tribune ? — Their 
Slave, or my Roman knight ? — Their client, or 
My Senator ? Now, call your witneaaes. 

Mar. We'll have no witnesseB ! 

Tit. For your aake, Caiiis, we acquit him. 

Mar. Vettiua ia innocent. 

Citizen». Ay 1 ay ! ay ! 

Mar. The tribes acquit Vettiua by acelamation. 

Citizens. We do ! we do ! 

Opi. Hear me, I aay ! 

Citizens. No ! no ! no ! 

C<M!*«. ^Descending from, the rostrum.~\ Their voices 
are againat you, Opimius ! 

FIm. To pleaae the people, we withdraw our charge. 

Citizens. Huzza ! huzza ! 

Caiut. Come Vettius, come 1 my brothcr'a friend is 
free! 

Citizens, iruzzi ! huzza ! 
(Caius Gkäcchüs, Vettids, and Citizens, go out.) 
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Fla. This was tlieir policy ! — What's to be done ? 

Opi. Remove him from tiie city, and you nip 
The danger in tlie bud. I'U take him for 
My Questor, if you'll namo him to the office. 
And render good account of him. Who waits 
Until a reptile stinga him, ere he cruahes it? 
Tread on it at onoe ! 

Fla. Your counse] pleases me. 
Hcre's the commission I design'd for Carbo, 
All but the name, fill'd up. In Carbo's place, 
III insert Caius, and despatch it to him. 

Opi. I leave Eome ere an hour. 

Fla. He shall have Orders 
Most positive to bear you Company. 

Opi. Of your decision you sliall reap the Üruits, 
Or, when you name your friends, leave out Opimius ! 

fOpiMius and Tudjtanus go out, tJie scene closes o 



SCENE III.— Caiits Gracchus's Home. 
Enter Livia and Licikia. 

Lid. I am the happieat wife in Ronie, my Livia ! 
The happicst wife in Eome. 

Livia. I doubt it not ! 
But there'a Flaininius' wife, the other day, 
Scaree from the forum to her houae could pass 
For aalutations, that her huaband won 
The consulate. 

Lid. That day, my Caius sat 
At home with mc, and read to me, my Livia. 
Little cared I who won the consulate ! 

Livia. And thcre's Lectoriua haa obtain'd a govern- 

Hls wife will be a queen ! 

Lid. Welt, let her be so ! 
My queendom ia, to be a aimple wife, 
This ia my government, my husband's hotise, 
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Where, when lie sits with mo, he ia enthroned. 
Enough. You'Il smile ; but, Juno be my witness ! 
I'd rather see him, with bis hoy upon 
His knee, than seated ia the consul's chair, 
With all the Senate round him. 

^Darinff i/its apeeeh ake pulh fwwavA the table, ^c. 
and place* her etnhroidery. 

Livia. Yet his gteatneaa 
Must needa be thine. 

Lid. I do not caro for greatness : 
It is a thing lives too much out of doora ; 
"Tia any where but at home ; you wiU not find it 
Once in a week, in, its own house, at supper 
With the fatnily. Knock any hour you choose, 
And ask for it ; nine times in ten they'U send you 
To the Senate, or the forum, or to such 
Or such a one's, in quest of it ! 'Tis a month 
Sibce C^ua took a meal from home, and that 
Was with my brother. If he walks, I walk 
Along with him, if 1 choose ; or if I stay 
Behind, it is a race 'twixt him and the time 
He promised to be back again, which ia firat; 
And when he's back, and the door shut on him, 
Consummate happy in my world within, 
I never think of any world witbout. 

Livia. Well, then, you are the happicst wife in Bome, 

Lid. Teil me, and did Flaminius' wife weep, Livia, 
That day that Korne did salutation unto her ? 

Livia. Weep ! — No ; why should she weep ? 

Liei. For happiness. 
Do you aee ? I cannot talk of Gaius, but 
I weep, 80 blessed happy am I ! — Tbere'a 
Cornelia ; that's her step I hear. She is 
The kindest mother to me, Livia ; though 
She sometimea chides me, that I'd have my Caiua 
Live for bis wife alone. 

Enter Cornklia. 
Cor. Good day, my Livia. 

New would I lose my head, could I not teil 
What thia fair thing, that calls me mother, has 
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Been talking of : if not her Imsband, then 

For once hath the liundredLb chance tum'd up, with all 

The niuety-nine against it ! 

Lid. Well, a wife 
May talk of her Lusbaad. 

Cor. Did I not teil you so ? 
Well, -we!! ! I've just now come from thy young Caiua ; 
We've almost quarrell'd ; would you think it ? Mind, 
Licinia, what 1 aay : that bojr's the making 
Of a man, — will not bo kept on humble terms 
With Fortune, but walk up to her, and challenge her 
To smile, or frown her most. 

Lici. It must content me, 
His father is not such a one. 

Cor. May be ! 

Lici. Ay, but I'm sure of it ! 

[Sits amen to her embroidery. 

Livia. Good day, Licinia ! 
Cornelia, health be with you ! 

Lici. Must you go ? 
You have not told me yet the moming'a newa. 

Lima. Indeed I've heard none, save that Vettius, 
They say, is to be banish'd, which no doubt 
You know already. 

Lid. Not a Word of it. 
What is the time of day ? 

Livia, 'Tis the third hour, 
And past. Good day again. \_Goe^ out. 

Cor. Good day, my Livia! 
Why, my Licinia, what's the matter with you ? 
You'yo Buffer'd Livia to depart, without 
Saying good-bye to her. 

Lici. 'Tis past the time 
Caius should have been back, almost an hour. 

Cor. Well, what and if it is ? Go on with your work, 
And wile the time away ; the sooner he'U 
Be with you. ■* 

[^AdDancing towards her, and looking mjer her sitoulder. 
Why you've done that rose to the life. 
A musk-rose, is it not ? 'Tis every thing 
Except the 3cent, and that almost I think 
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I can perceive with looking oa't. Indeed, 
You are a skilful needle ! 

Lid. Do you think 
Ciuua hatli aught to do with Vettius' trial ? 

Cor. Thipk what ia passing ob Olympus ! One way 
Or the other, wliat concerns it us ? Men have 
Their proper business, wiiich do pari it is 
Of ours to lielp to manage. Wiiy, tliat tliread'a 
A crimson one you're taking to the leaf ! 

Lui. [_Riiiinff.'2 Cornelia ! mother ! do you know 
anything 
About Caius ? I'm sure you do : you praise 
My Work wheii I discourae of him ; — when I ask you 
Concerning him, yom ans wer but puts off 
The proper one, wliiuh, were it good to have, 
Would you not give it me ? I fear, I know 
Not what. Ob, teil mc what have I to fear; 
Keep me not in the dark : a thing we See not 
Stirring will atartle us, which, when light comes, 
We smile to find could do it. 

Cor. Take your seat again. 
And I'll sit down by you ; and listen to me. 

Lki. I thank you now, Cornelia ! 

Lki. Thank me by and by ; 
You ahould, but I doubt you will not, I know notling 
Of Caius' measurea. 

Lki. Mensures! — Hatb he meaaures ? 

Cor. I-Iath he hands and feet? — Hath he brains and 
hcart ? — Is he 
A man ? — What do you take him for? — Ilave men 
No parts to play but lovers ? — What ! are they 
Not Citizens aa well ? — Have they not crafts, 
Callings, professiona ? — Wonien act their parts, 
When they do make their order'd houses know them : 
Men must he busy out of doors — must stir 
The city ; yea, make the great world aware 
That they are in it ; — -for the mastery 
Of whieh they race, and wrestle, and such feats 
Perform, the vcry akiea, in wonderment, 
Eehoing back earth"s acclaim, cry out of them ! 
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Enter Licinhjs. 
What wallt you witli me, my Licinius? {_Rising and 

taking kirn aside.'^ You 
Have come to teil me something : Caius liath spoken 
For Vettius ; I was certain he would do it. 
He has cnter'd the lista, — he haa stripp'd for the coursc t 

I know 
He will not get feir play, no more than his brother. 
These feara are not good omens, my Liciniua ; 
But let him run it nobly ! 

Lic. Nobly he 
Hath started : Vettiua ia acquitted. 

Cor. So far 
All's well. Äway ! Hwry him home to ua, — 
The aooner here the better ! 

Lki. \_Emnff.'^ Stay, Liciniua ! 

Cor. I'U teil you all, Liciuia ; let bim go. 
Cmus hath apoken in the forum for [Licimuh goes out. 
His brotber''s friend, and they've acquitted him. 

Lid, [_Burstinff into tears.'J An hour ago I was the 
happieet wife 
In Korne 1 

Cor. Licinia, if you are Caiua' wife, 
I am hia mother. Is lie not dear to me, — 
My youngeat aon, and last ? Yet do I bear 
What I do know must come. I know my aon : 
Know tliou thy husband — know thou Cains Gracchus. 
He lovea his mother weil — Licinia better, — 
His country best ! Aa I, his mother, grudge not 
That be prefers thce, thou, his wife, repine not 
That he prefers his country. Both of US 
Mako up o«r minds to all may follow. 

Enter Luaua. 

Luc. My maater's coming, Cornelia, »ttended by a 

crowd of Citizens, wbo rend the air with shouts. They 

aay he hoa procured the acquittal of the noble Vettius. 

— Route is all joy and cxuitation. 

Cor. EuQ to the door, and wait upon thy master. 

£LüciTi8 ffoes out. 
Hear you, Licinia ? Away with these sad looka ; 
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Damp not thy husband's triumpfi ! Can you Iiear 
The people's sliouts, and not partake their joy ? 

Lid. I can remember, when Tiberius feil, 
Not one of all of tliem liad voice enough 
To bid bis murderers stop. 

Cor. 'Tia well, Licinia. 
ITad he not fallen in a generoua cause, 
I should havo thought of tliat as well as you. 

[SÄöMls witkovt. 

Enter Caius Gbacchus, Lucius, and Attendants. 
My Süd— my Caius ! give you joy ! — You ve saved 
The life of your brothev's üiend ! 

Caiws. Licinia Itnows it 1 

Cor. She does ; go to her. 

CaJMs. She haa more to Icarn. 
Scarce had I left the forum, when a message 
From the consul followM, giving me the post 
Of Questor, and requiring me on the instant 
To join Opimius. tl''f<3ii'-s and Attendants go ovt. 

Cor. What ! and naust you leave ua \ 
I did not look for tbia. At onoe, iny Caius ! 
Well, son, I'm ready; — go, prepare thy wife. 

Caim. "What, my Licinia ! don't you speab to 
Caius ? 

Lid. You never Said a word of it to me ! 

Re-enter LiciNius. 
Lic. Come, Caius, are you ready ? 
Lid, Eeady for what ? 

Caim. To take a ride, wife, and a long one, too- 
Lic. The general waits. 
Re-enler Lroivs and Attendanis, bmring Caius' keimet^ 
smord, and ehak. 
Lid. The general waits !— What genetal ? 
Where are you going, Caius ? — Oh, ye gods ! 
What's to become of me ?— Teil me the worst ! 

Caius. Love, I'm appointed Questor to Opimius ; 
And but a moment have for the farewells 
Would take a day to speak, and niany still 
Left over. Wife ! Licinia ! if you loTe me 
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Lici. If I love you ! 

Cor. Ay, Licinia, if you love htm. 
Wouldst have tliy husband be the lowest man 
In Rome ? Thou knowest none may liope to gaiii 
The honours of the State, who have not shown 
Their prowesa in tlie field. Ä Roman wife 
Is married to her husband's glory. not 
His ease and pleaanre. Come, take leave of him. 

Lici. I'U See you to your horse. 

Cor. What, with that face ? 

Lid. "Will you not see your boy before yon go I 

Caiui. I saw him, aweet, as I came in. 

Liei. Well, Cains, 
Farewell ! 

Caim. Now, that's my own Licinia ! 
I'U send you letters, love, day after day, 
Now, that's my own brave girl, to give me a smüe ! 
Tis like a sunny morning to a traveller 
At setting out— fills him with happiest omens. 
Farewell ! 

Lid. I'U aee you to Ihe door. 

Caius. So do. 
Keep up your heart. loye ; I can come to you, 
You know, at a day'a calling — think of that ; 
Or you can come to me ; — and you wiU write 
Me letters, won't you f — Every word of which 
III kiss, and think it is the band that traced them ! 
There, now; — and, love, remember, as I shall, 
Sad parting makea sweet meeting. Now, my Licinia ! 
[They ffo out. 
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ACT II. 
SCENE I.—A Street in Rome. 



Enfer Fanniüs. 

Fan. The goda provide for him ! Farne talksofhini. 
As of a theme she could emblazoa the more, 
The more she should dilate on't. Enemiea 
Contend with friends whioh shatl outdo the other 
In Taunting of him. Yea, the hands that hate Lim 
Supply him but with richest kiudnessea ; 
The hane they'd give him tuming into good. 
This Questorahtp, for his undoing meant, 
Haa built him up a thousand times tho man 
He waa before ; that acarce a day can pass, 
But aomething'a added, to awell up tlie amount 
Of his too prosperous foitunes. 

Eiiier Fl AM INI US. 

Fla. Health to Fannius ! 
Opimius is arrived. 

Fan. I am glad of it. 

Fla. Something to temper joy — would you beliebe it? 
Gracchus is now in Rome, or soon to he, 

Fan. Ha ! it was that which brought Licinins to 
Hia liouse ! I saw him enter it just now. 

Fla. What think you ? 

Fan. That, if ho returna to Rome, 
Rome'a at bis feet. 

Fla. Come to the Senate ; aomething 
Muat be resolved upon to hurt his credit, 
And slake the people's joy at aeeing Lim. 

Fan. Effect but that, thou art a god to Rome ! 

[_They go out. 
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SCEXE ll.~Caius Gracckm' l 



Cor. Are not you pleased at this, Licinia ! 

lAä,. No ; 
Nor pleaaed, yet nor displeased, CorneÜa. 
Wbat care I, that tlie world allows him good 
And wise ? Did I not know him so before ? 
Had I a doubt of it ?— Whom did I ask 
To give tlieir oatli of it ? — I was content 
Witli mine own knowledge. Wiiy sbould I be glad 
That all do praise him ? — For hia aake ? — Alas ! 
For any cause but that ! Whom all do praise, 
Hath but a thousand eyes for one bent on him 
Can lower, as well as smile, I did not wed 
Thy aon, aa one would choose an idle gern, 
To other's eyes to sparkle ; but because 
He shone to mine. 

Cor. Hcar her ! — Go on, Licinius. 

Lic. His very fame more profit bringa to Rome, 
Than the exploita themsclTes of other men. 
His fair lenowa has charmed Micipsa so, 
That he has sent large störe of corn to the army ; 
And his ambassadors have made it known 
To the Senate, in füll assembly, that tbeir master 
Perform'd this from his mere respect for Cams. 

Cor. Oh, glorious boy ! surpass thy mother'a bopes ! 
What Said the senate ? — IVere they not Struck with this? 
Did they not own tho virtue of my son. 
And praise the name of Gracchus ? 

Lic. They! — Alas! 
Their proud biood bow3 to aught but virtue. No ; 
The ambassadors were spurn'd, — driven out with 

ahame,— 
Sent back with scorn, as mere barbarians, who, 
By showing their just preferenc« of your son, 
Slighted the Senate of its due respect. 

Lici. Unhappy Caiua ! tliy conapicnous virtue 
But marks thee out the victim of the Senate ! 
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Cor. It marks hiin out thc fayonrite of the gods I 
Think'at tliou I rear'd my son to follow virtue 
Only for men'e acclalm ? It ill liad fitted 
Thc child of Scipb, and had never niade me 
The taother of the Gracchi ! \_Aaide to Licikius] Say, 

Licinius, 
Knowa Caiua thia ? 

Lic. QyiÄitfeioCoRNELiA.] Hedoes,frommanyhands. 
His friendä are strong. The Senate cannot hide 
His worth froni Rome. The people think of Caius 
A3 their Sole hope ; and shouid he stand for tribune. 
He must obtain tbe ofhce. 

Cor. What ! and will 
He stand for tribune ? Wherefore do I ask 1 
Do I not know he will ? ^SIiouls witliout, 

Lid. What mcana that sbout ? 

Lk. Forgive me, sister, that I have conceal'd 
The tneasurea of his friends, who have advised him 
To show himself at once in Kome. No doubt 
'Tia CaiuB, and the people welcome him. 

Lid. 'Tis Caius! — Hearlright? — 'Tishe, my Caius! 

Enter Caius Gracchus and Pojiponius. 

Caius. My soul, wo meet again ! — My hunoiir'd 
mother ! 

Cor. Tlie mother is honour'd in her aon, my Caius. 

Caius. Licinius — friend and brother ! 1 received 
Yoiir letters, and I thank you for your care. 
Licinia, thank the gods ! wc meet again. 
How is cur boy, love ? — How art thon thyself ? 
Let me look at thee : well, as my hcart could wiah ! 
Great Jove! to look on such a precious tbing. 
And call it minc ! You may smile, Marcus, hut 
There's such a thing aa loving one's wife, Licinia, 
Am I not with tliee again ? Lot him who thinks 
The World is worth his home, excbange homo for it : 
A üttle time, he'U find he has lost a world, 
Not found one. 



En/er Luci 



Luc. Caiua, a 
From the Senate. 
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Cai-us. Admit him. [^Lucius ffoes out. 

Mother, you'll give me leave ; — Licinia, 
I've manythingstotell thee. Count these gems, love ; 
They were a gift to me for thee, from liands 
Do only know thee from thy husband's tongue, 
Ne'er yet could speak the moiety of tLy worth. 
Go with my raother, sweet ! I have neglected 
Some mattera of high duty, just to snatch 
Thia look of thee, and those must now be done, 
Ere I can banquet longer. 

Liei. Caiua, you'll 
Be withussoon? 

Cavm. That soon'a a feat of time, 
Witt shortest fligbt and swifteat espeetatioa 
It cannot now perform. Our haste shall own 
No stop can he puah'd hy. 

iia. Romember, now! [Cornelia (1»i?Licinia ^oo«(. 

Caivs. Now for the Senate ! 

Enter a Liotor. 

Lictor. The Senate, Caius, cites you to appear 
Before the censora. 

Caius. Well ! — Acquaint the Senate 
I shall obey. [Lictor ^oes out. 

Pom. 'Twas rumout'd, ere you came, 
Opimius had return'd ; on which a«oount 
The Senate had been suddenly convoked. 

Caius. I did expect as muoh. Let me think — Ict 
me think ! 
Notliing done raahly, nor yet timidly, 
The mean's diacretion, back'd by sedate reaolve. 
I cannot do it ! — My blood's a point too wann ! 
To hear a man deal out morality, 
Axiom upoQ axiom— for au hour dilate 
Upon the value of an aphorism, — 
Amplify to o'ermnning in the cause. 
And then, at every allegation, 
Inyoke no less a witness than high Jove 
Himself, and know him all the whüe to play 
The knave, — great Hercules I it sets my veins 
A boiling ! 
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Lk. Caius, yoii would need a ruin 
More finiily ruled tlian this. 

Caius. I knovv it — 1 know it, 
As well as you. Hang tliem ! ril try and play 
Tlie cautioiis man for once. 'Tis tiiiiö to choose 
New ttibimes, h it not ? 

Pont. It is, 

Caius. You see 
I cannot be at liome an iionr, Itut they 
Let loose tlio dogs npun me, Oome ! to the ceosorB ! 
Now will you See them iiold tlieir hands to the gods ! 
Beliold my hrothet's blood upon those hands, — 
Yea, drippiDg froni tUem, whicli was wiped as cool 
As it was water ! Tliey beüeved I had 
Forgot Tiberiua' deatli ; ay, wliile I heard 
The Tiber talk of it in every TOurmiir 
Of its uneasy ttde ! 

Lic. How do you mean 
To aet ? — Yoiir plans ? 

Caius. How do I mean to act ! 
My plans ! Come witU me to tlie Campus Martius. 

\Thiy gü out. 



SCENE III. — Thß Campus Martius— the Porfieo of 
i/ie Temple of Mars, under which the chairs for the 
Censors are placed. 

Enter TiTwa and Marcus. 
Tit. So, Caius is returned from the army ? 
Mar. Ay ; tliere's not an honest man in Eome bnt's 
glad of it. 

Tit. Why gatber tbe people to tlie Campus Martius ? 
Mar. Here are two Senators' gentlemen will inform 

Enter Sextus and QuiNTt'S. 
Tit. Health to you, maater ! 
Sex. Health to you, master ! 

Tit. Can you teil us why the people gather this way 1 
Sex. For the old reason, friend ; we are all good tili 
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Tit. Ay, indoed ! What honest man haa turned 
rogue to day ? 

Sex. Many a oae, I doubt ; bnt chiefly he whom 
our good Citizens beheve the honestest in Borne. 

Mar. Mean you your master, friend ? 

Sex. No ; I mean tiie master of the people ; the 
gentleman who feels for thcir empty atoniac!i§, and 
gives them words to eat ; your Caius Gfracchus, who 
calls our tradesmen the nobility of Rome ; and so in- 
deeJ they are, if rags can make them so. 

Mar. No bad evidence ! You cannot wear the 
wool, without shearing the sheep. But, pray, what's 
the matter with Caius Gracchus ? 

Sex. Only that he haa retumed from the army 
withont his general's leavc — nothing more, except a 
whiaper or two abont the tumult at Fregella. 'Tis 
aaid ho had a band in it. 

Mar. What's your opinion ? 

Sex. Believe me, it doea not favour bim. 

Tit. Wiiat ! you like tbo fare that the patricians 

Sex. "What fare ? 

Tit. A good dinncr. Caius, you say, feeds the 
people npon words. A very natural preference ! 
There'a not a dog or an asa in Botue tliat would not 
be of your mind. 

Sex. [_Ramnff his «ia^3 Pi^y which of the tmo may 
you be, friend ? 

Mar. Why ask you ? 

S«c. Oh ! merely that, upon occasion, I may know 
whether I onght to take my foot or my ataff to you. 
No ofFence, I hope. I have all the respect in the 
World for you, believo me. 

Til. [_To Marcvs.'J You have the worst of it. Let 
me take bim in band. [^To Sbxtus.] Ilark you, 
master ; a word with yoa. 

Sex. Your pleasure, master ? 

Tit. IIow comea your cloak to have that gloss 
upon it ? 

Sex. Not by partaking of your grease, friend. 

Tit. My grease ! Wby, man, there's aa much fat in 
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a tanned hide as m all my body ! The patricians have 
sweated tue to very leanness, and left me notliing to 
recruit withal, liut liunger and naicedness. 

Sex. They are right. They find that their cattle 
grow restive witli abundance of provender. 

Tit. But they feed their eure, friend. 

Sex. Whom do you call a cur ? 

Tit. Dornt with your staff, master, for I have another 
that may rüffle the gloss of your cloak for you. What! 
has any thing siirptiaed you ? Do you wonder tbat 
the Order which wins your battles in thc field, should 
refuse your blowa in the city ? You despise us when 
you have no nced of U3 ; but, if an ouace of power or 
peculation is to be gaincd through our means, oh! then 
you put on your sweet look», and, howing to the very 
belts of our greasiy jacketa, you exclaim, " Fair gentle- 
men! — kind fellow-eitizens! — lovingeomradea! — sweet, 
worthy, gentle Romans ! — grant us your voices ! " Or, 
if the enemy is to be opposed, oh ! then we are "men 
of mettle !— (poor etarved devils!) — the defendcrs of 
our conntry ! " — (tliat is, your cattle as you call us) — 
and so indeed we are. We bear your patricians on our 
backe to vietory ; we carry them proudly through the 
ranks of the barbariana ! They conie off safe — we get 
the knocka, the pricka, and the Scratches. They obtain. 
crowns and triumphs — we cannot obtain — adinner! 
Theyget their actionsrecorded — waget oura forgotten! 
They reeeive new names and titles — we return to our 
old ones with which you honour ua— " the rabble ! — the 
herd!^ the cattle !— the vermin ! — tlieacum of Rome!" 

Sex. Pray, friend, will you look at tliis staff of raine? 

Til. I look at it, friend. 

Sex. la it not a staff, friend ? 

Tit. Yes, if a staff is a staff, friend. 

Sex. If I am weary, it enables me to rest myself ; if 
I am lame, it helps me to walk ; if I quarrel, it knocks 
down ray advereary ; and yet, is it not always a staff, 
friend ? 

Mar. ITo Tittts.] You have the worst of it. Let 
me attack him. Hark you, maater, Does your staff 
ever knock its owner on the pate ? 
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Sex. What do you mean ? 

Mar. ISlrikivff Mm.J Why thits. 

Sex. Do you want to quarrel ? 

Mar. Oh, by no meana. I only wanted to show you 
the diflerence betweeii a staff and a man, friend. 

Tit. Tum on him agaiu. VW secoad you, and hcre 
is a troop of friends at hand. 

Qiti. Bear with him no longer. Hither comes si 
band of our comradea. I'll beckun them to mako haste. 
[_CalHn^ 0^.] Come on, come on I Tliese greasy Citi- 
zens are uttering treason against our masters, the noble 
patricians. 

Euter Servants. 

Mar. Hern ! — Shall we go over tlie argument again, 
master ? Is there anytliing eise your staff can do ? 

Sext. Yes ; when I carry it heedleasly, it sonietimes 
chanoes to — trip, [_Trips Marcus. 

TU. Help, help, there ! 

Enter Citizens. — Confuscd ny of " Down with the 
Citizens!" "Down with the Slaves and Servants!" — 
Thfy are about to attaek eaek oiher, when Flawinh's's 
voice withoul sttgts them. 
En/er Flamini irs, Tuditanus, Opimius, Senators, tum 
Censors, and timlve Lictors. 
Fla. Hold ! hold ! I cbarge you, you rash Citizens ! 
Wliat means tliia tumult ? IIow ! ia pcacc so old 
That you are weary of it ? Who began 
Thia fray f 

Sex. That caitiff yonder. 

Tit. Our old names ! 

Mar. 'Twas that patrieian's hireling that began it. 

Caius Gracchus and his Friends, Pomponius and Licinicb, 
appear bdiind. 
Opi. Silence ! ye wrangling dboontented men ! 
Yo pest of Rome ! What stira you to this hrawl ? 
I know your cue, Your Gracchus has return'd. 
And ye the signal ^ve of discontent, 
Conspiracy, and foul rebellion ! 
A noble leader for your noble party ! 
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A glorious soldier, tliat returns !üm home 
Withoiit liis gencraJ'a leave ! A worthy son 
Of Bome, that tampers with her enemieSj 
And inatigates her älliea to revolt ! 

An honest patriot 

'" ' r Caius Gkacchus dose to him, ke checks 



Caius. Proceed, Opimiua ! 
Now 18 your proper time to sppak. I am liere — 
Gracchus ia hero ! Gracchus, that drawa not on 
A man hehind his hack ! 

[Opimius ie conßised — he wialk» sullenly to the place 
appointed for kirn, as tke aceuser of Caius 
Gracghtts — GitAccHDS ßxea kis e^es steadjaetli/ 
Ttpon Opimiüs, who betrat/» considerable emlar- 
rmsmml. 
Opi, ^ReayDeririff.'J This lofty bearing 
Befits the man conld qnit his post without 
His general's leave, and uae the saL-red power 
Hia office gave him, to pervert the faith 
His duty 'twaa to guard ; as amply caa 
Fregell» testify. 

Caius. Ia this your Charge? 
Cenaors ! I'l! aave your labour. It appears 
I am cited here, hecause I have retum'd 
Without my general's leave, and for the crime 
Of having raised tlie tumult at Frcgella. 
Firat, with the first. I have remain'd my time ; 
Nay, I liave overaerved it by the laws — 
The lawg wliich Gaiua Gracchus dares not break. 
But, cenaors, let that pasa. I will propose 
A better question for your satisfaction : 
"Howhave I served my time?" I'll answer that:— 
" How have I served my time?" — " For mine own gain, 
Or that of tliG republic ?" What was my office ? 
Questor. What was its naturc ? Lucrative ; 
So lucrative, tliat all my predecessors, 
Who went forth poor, return'd home rieh — ao rieh, 
Their very wine veasels resign'd theip atore 
Of fluid wealth, only for wealthier freight 
Of solid gold. I went forth, poor enough ; 
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Bat ha\fe retum'd still poorer tlian I wont. 

Tben, for my conduot as a soldier, 

I do not blush to say, I liavG prevail'd 

By mercy more than vengeance. I havo won 

From enemies their iieacts, before their anus ; 

And held tlie tributary statea to Eunie, 

By friendship more tlian fear, I have answer'd tliat. 

FirH Centor. If you have serred your time, and 
faithfuUy 
Diacharged your duty, as a Roman Questor, 
So far you aro acquitted. 

Opi. To the uext, tiien — 
The tumult at Fregella. 

Caius, Ay, to that ! 
Produce your proofs ! 

Opi. I Charge you, aa your general. 

Caius. Your proofs — your evidence — your witneaaes, 

Opi. Ig it from theo I hear this haugbty challenge? 
TVho beat ahould know thy actions ? Wast thou not 
Mine oiScer ? I charge theo with the treaaon. 
Before the gods, I charge thee with it, Caius ; 
I say, I Charge thee as thy general. 

Caius. Thou daring noble ! Is it to the face 
Of tbese itpright authorities, thou claim'at 
To be at once the witness and accuser ? 
Say, cenaors, is it fit ? Is it the law ? 

First Censor. The lawpermits it not. The accuaation 
And proof, in such a case, cannot exist 
In the samc peraon. Caius Gracchus, therefore, 
Is free, unless you can find other cause 
For bis detention. [_The Censors rise. 

Opi. Censors, it is fit 
You look to the public safety. If our criminala 
Escape your penalties, your prisons and 
Your cliains will soon be cur inheritance, 

Caius. Have the laws loSt their reverence ? 

Fla. The charge 
Is heavy, 

Caius. Heavy as the proofs aro liglit. 
Yo Citizens of Romc, bohold wliat favour 
Your masters sliow your bretbren ! I have bome 
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My country's arms with honour ; overserved 

My time; retum'd in poverty, tliat might 

Have amafs'd treasures ; and they thus reward me — 

Prefer a charge against me without proof, 

Direct or iadirect— without a testimony, 

Weighty or light — without an argument, 

Idle or plausible — withovit as nmch 

Of feasibility, as would euffice 

To feed suspicion's phantom ! Why ia this ? 

How have 1 boiight this hatred ? WTien my brother, 

Tiberius Gracchus, feil beneath their blows, 

1 call'd them not assassins ! "WTien bis friends 

Fell sacrißces to their after-vengeance, 

I did not style them biitchers ! When their hatred 

Drove the Numidian nobles from the Senate, 

With scofis and exccrations, that they ptaised me. 

And to my cause assign'd the royal bounty 

Of King Micipsa, still I did not name them, 

The proud, invidious, insolent patricians '. 

Opi, Hear ye ! 

Calw. Ye men of Rome, there is no favour 
For justice ! — grudgingly her dues are granted. 
Your great men boast no more the love of country ; 
They count their talents — measure their domains — 
Numher their alaves — make lists of knights and clienta — 
Enlarge their palaces — dress forth their banquets, 
Awake their lyres and timbrels, and with their Üoods 
Of ripe Falernian, drown the little left 
Of virtue ! 

Opi. He would raise a tumult ! 

Caius. No. 
This hand's the first to arm against the man, 
"Whoe'er he be, that favonra civil discord. 
I have no gust for blood, Opimius ; 
I sacrifice to justice and to mercy ! 

Opi. He haa aspersed the justice of our order ; 
He flatters the plebeians, and should he 
Ättach'd and brought to question for this conduct. 

Caius. Romans, I ask the office of your tribune ! 

Mar. Äylyoushallhave itl Gracchus shalibe tribune! 

Tit. Gracchus tribune ! Caius Gracchus tribune ! 
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Opi. Stay, frienila ! Take heed! Beware of flatterers ! 

Caiua. The laws ! tlie laws ! Of common riglit, tbe 
hold! 
The wealth, the happiness, tlie frecdom of 
The nation ! Who has hidden tl>em — defaced them — 
Soid them — corrupted them from the pure lettcr ? 
Why do they guard the tich man's cloak from a rent. 
And tear the poor maii's garment from bis back ? 
Why are they, in the proud man's grasp, a sword, 
And in the band of the humble man, a reed ? 
The laws ! the laws ! I ask you for the iawsl 
Demand them in my coiiutr/a sacred name ! 
Still silent ? Eeckleas still of my appeal ? 
Romans ! I ask the oflice of your tribnne ! 
fCAica Gracchus and hia parti/ go 
Citizens, shouting. 

Opi. Stop him from rising, ot our ordev falls ! 

^OpiMios, and the reaf, t/o out. 



SCENE IV.— ^ Slred—a Gate oft/te City. 
Enter Tiius and Marcus wilh Citizens. 
Tit. The work goes nobly on ! Caius is Sure to be 
trihune, This is a happy day for Euitie ! 

Mar. Ay, tbe people will have their rights. We 
shall know ouraelves now, masters. See ! hitlier eomes 
a crowd of voters ; let us apeat to them. 

Enler Voters. 
Health to you, masters ! Are you going to vote ? 

Firit Voter. Yes ; if wecan find an honest candidate. 

Mar. Here's onereadyto your hands, masters; Caius 
Gracchus. Clioose him, and you'll do good aervice to 
your country. He'll See that you shall have your 
rights, nor will the patricians dare to stop their nosea 
wben they pass us, as if we wcre so much Carrion. 
Look you, masters, Caiua is afiiend of theplebeians; he 
reapects our order, and so he ought ; and, therefore, let 
every good citizen Support him. Away, my friends ! 
Vote, and ery, Caius ! 
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Voters. Caius Gracchus ! Huzza! {Theygooia. 

Mar. He's sure of tTie election. The patricians wiil 
eat poor suppers to-night. 

Enter Vofers. 
Save you, maaters ; are you going to vote for the right 
candidate ? 

First Voter. Do you thiiik we'd ¥ote for the wrong 
one? 

Tit. Then joaW vote for Caius Gracchus ? 

First Voter. No — I don't like him. They say he'U 
bring the state into danger. We are men that love 
peace and concord. 

Tit. Ay, and good feeding. Hark you, master ; 
take these cattle to tbe stalla of the patricians. The 
patriciana make profitable maaters. Thcy give stripes 
only now and then ; but that'a notliing, you know. to 
a kindly beast, Away, I say ! — to the atalla witb 
them ! \They go ovt severally. 

Enter Licinia and Cornelia. 

Cor. Caius, you see, is nowhere to be found. 
Let US go home again. 

Lid. Not tili I see him. 
Livia was rigbt ; he'Il surely stand for tribune. 
Let'a seek him in the forum. 

Cor. Are you mad ? 
Go to the forum after him ! All £orae 
Would talk of it. Wlien did you know a wife 
Follow her hiisband to tiic forum ? TVhy 
'Twould set all fingera pointing ; and they'd say, 
" Cmus did well to take a wife to school him." 
IM ratlier loae a Lusband, than bave people 
So talk of mine. 

Lid. You wish him to be tribune ? 

Cor. Licinia, no ; I wish him not, my daughter ; 
But I do know, that if ho will be tribune, 
He will ; and, knowing tkat, the unwelcome thought 
Must be my guest. I'd entertain witli grace 
For mine own dignity, and his contentment, 
Which should not profitlcss be marr'd. {_Shouls witltout. 
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My chlld, 
Why do you graap me by the arm and tremble ? 
The people shoiit for joy. 

Liei. It is a kmd 
Of joy that's fearful to my mind. A breeze 
So airy, give it biit a little more 
Of breath, becoincs a storm, and makes a wreck 
Of tbe poor laugbing vessel. 

Enter Licinius. 
Oh, my Marcus ! 

Know you whero CaiuB is ? Think you he means 
To stand for tribune ? Have you come irom bim, 
Or go you to bim ? Teil me everything ; 
Änd ask me what you may, you will not set me 
A task so hard I will not do it, Marcus. 

^CoiiNELiA d^s to Licinius. 

Lic. Sister, his own house is tbe likeliest place 
To find bim in. I parted witb bim at 
The Campus Martins. He may be at bome ; 
Go aeek liim tbere, and if he be not come, 
Wait for bim. I, meanwbile, will look for him, 
To bring bim to you, 

Lid. Will you now, my Marcus ? 
Then we'U go bome, Cornelia. Mind your promise ; 
Searcb for him in the forum. It yon meet 
Witb any friend of bis, inquire of him ; 
And if you find him, say I sent you for him ; 
And, brotber, do not quit bim tili be comes. 
Say, I bave somothing to impart to him ; 
Matter of moment — cannot be put off — 
That he expected not — tbat's juat fallen out. 
Go ! and be sure you bring him to me, Marcus. 

Cor. Haste you bcfore, cbild. IVe a Word to say 
To Marcus. 

Lici. Well, if you deceive me now ! 
rU trust you. l_Goes oiU. 

Cor. In a Word, what bas be done ? 

Lie. Defcated tbe patricians, and proposed 
Himself for tribune, 

Cor. It would come to this ! 
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I koew that it would como to this, Licinius ! 

And I could teil wliat further it will come to, 

If I would. No matter. Two such sons as mina 

Were never made for mothers that have eyes 

Which are afraid of tears, that come to me 

As old acquaintance. I did rear my boya 

Companions for the gods, Why wonder I 

If they will go to them ere other men ? 

Many a time, when they stood before me. 

Such thinga as mothers eeldom look upon, 

And I have seem'd to feed on them with mine eyes, 

My thoughta have ponder'd o'er their hier, where they 

Lay Btiff aDd cold ! I would not see them so 

If I could help it ; but I would not help it 

To see them otherwise, and other men. 

My Caius must be tribune ! 

\^SkmtU seeeral tvmes, approiKking nearer. 

Lie. And he is so ; 
Those shoutsproclaJm it. XS'Ookingoff.~\ See, Cornelia, 
He Cornea ! Behold '. look how they hem him round ! 
Why do you tum away ? 

Cor. I tutn away 
To see that Suah of triumph on his cheek 
Which lights it up as he did feel a god ; 
And think how I may after see that cheek. 
And think upon that fluah. Licinia's well 
Away ; it had o'ercome her quite. Come, Marcus, 

QCoBKEijA and Licinius retire. 

Enter Caius Graccuus, Drusus, Pomponiüs, Titüb, 

Marcus, and Citisens, shouHng. 
Caius. No more, my friends ! no more of this I 
pray you ! 
Disperse to your severa! homes. Why do you give 
These honours to your servant ? 

Tit. Suffer US 
To aee you to your house. 
Mar. Yes, Caius, yea. 
We'U hail your honour'd mother and your wife. 
Pom. Indulge the people, Gracchus. 
Caius. Weil, my friends, 



•dby Google 



3S CAIUS GKACCnUS, 

If you will go with me — {_Seeing Cornelia.] 3Iy 
lionour'd mothcr ! 

Cor. May the great goda, who crown'd tliee witit 
Instruct thee so to iise it, 39 to bleaa C*^'^ triumph, 
Tliy courttry ! With a firm aod mighty hand, 
Mayst thou upliold the lawä, and keep them ever 
AbovQ the proud niaii''a violcnce, and within 
Tiie pooc man's reach ; so shall thy niotiier — ßome — 
Acknowlcdge tliee her son, and teacli thy name 
To the applauding tongups of after ages ! 
"Wha is your brother tribune ? 

Caius. "Worthy Druaus. 

Cor, \_To DRrsiiB.3 My aoii ia liappy ia bis cul- 
kaguc, sir. 
And, !et me truat, will not dialionoiir him. 

Diij,. My lioiiour ia to aecond him, Cornelia, 

Caiui. Come, mother. ^Retires up with Drusus, 

Re-enter Licinia. 

Lic. Ha 1 Licinia 1 

Cor. \_Going up to ker."^ My Licinia ! 
For Caius' hononr, act Kke Oaiua' wife : 
He'a tribune. 

Lki. Tribune ! 

Cor. Think what eyes are on you ! 
You are tlie mother of a Roman, too ; 
Stimmon your spirits ! That'a my daughter ! Come 
Up to him now at once, and wish bim joy. 

Lici. \Crogainff to Caius.] Caiua, I give you 

Caius. My Licinia ! 

Lioi. I give you — - — 

C<tiut. Come ! her beart doth overtask 
Her tongue ! 

Lün. Joy, Caiua ! I do give you joy ! 
[_SAe faials on hh arm, and thg 
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ACT III. 
SCENE I.—A Street in Rome. 

Enter Flahiniüs and Opimilts. 

Opi. Saw you, Flaminiua, liow they look'd at us ? 
That waa defiancc. I coüld read tlie name 
Of Gracchus oii ttioao daring brows of theirs. 
Behoycs us now a meek look, where, before, 
We'd give a scowl : tlie people are oiir masters. 
That Some ahould ever see it ! 

Fla. "We must bear it. 

Opi. Ay, while our blocid boils ! We must smile, 
Flaminius, 
And, at the aame time, gtind our tectli, if so 
It pleaseth Gracchua. Goda 1 that a man I could take 
By the throat and amite — yea, sot lay foot upon 
Fot perfect loathing, — whom I should think it righteous 
To alay in a temple— ay, by Hercules! 
At the altar of a temple, — that a man 
Like that should order mc, and do it too 
By vilest instrument ! It is a taak 
For patience ! 

Fla, Neyer king was absolute 
In Eome as he ; his will is law. Popilius 
Can witnesB that, self-banish'd to escape 
A heavier dnom. The Senate hath he lopp'd 
Of half its power, with his three hundred knigbta 
Whom he has named a^sistants to it, with 
Equality of voiccs. Not a day 
Passes, but aome new edict weakens tho&e 
That should bo strong, and makea them strong 'twere 

Were weak. And then his State ! He never moves 
But in a crowd of knights, ambaasadors, 
Soldiers, and Magistrates, artificers, 
And men of lettors, that attend on him. 
Tliere's not a man in Eome but Caiua Gracchus. 
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Opi. What would you say of him would rid Rome of 

Fla. I'd say he was a worthy son of Rome. 

Opi. Flaminiug, I'll effect it ! 

Fla. By what meana ? 

Opi. Have you e'er noted Drusus much ? 

Fla. His colleague ? 

Opi. The sawiB- 

Fla. A quiet, simple, honest man, 
Who fullowa Gracchus with a modest zeal, 
And rather seems, frora an unaiming spirit, 
To second his designs, than help them on 
Through principle. 

Opi. You have descrihcd him well, 
Ä9 he appears ; I know him as he is. 
'Tis opportunity that proves a man ; 
And, trust me, Livius Drusus ia not one, 
That, having power, lacks will to overtop 
His fellow. I will nse this Livius Drusus, 
To combat Gracchus, with the very means 
That niako him to be fear'd. Have patience, and 
You'll See my policy. They're Coming to 
The forum — Dmsus last. This shows me my 
Eiordium. 

Enler Caius Gracchus, preceded by a LMar, Licinius, 

PoMPONics, Flaccus, Fulvius, Titl's, Marcus, tiiiehe 

Citixen^^ and Drusus loit. 

Caim. Health to Flaminius ! 

Fla. Health to Caius ! 

Opi. What bnsiness is to-day before the commons? 

Caius. Some colonies we think to send from Rome, 
To tho late conquer'd cities. Does Opimius 
ApproTe the measure ? 

Opi. Gracchus asks the question, 
As though he thought Opimius did not love 
The people's good. 'Twere happy for the people, 
If they, who flatter them, loved it as well. 

Caius. "Whom doesOpimius call the people's flatterer? 

Opi. The man would feed the people's vanity, 
By making them aspire above themselves. 
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Caius. Opimiug, then, is not their flatterer ; 
He'd make tlie people look below theraselves, 
How would he rate tlieni ? As ,we rate our iierda. 
How would he use them ? As we use our herda. 
0!i ! may thc pcople ever have auch fiatterers 
Aa guard them from the kindness of such friends ! 
[^Caius Gracchus and hh party ffo out. — Dkttses t 
folhmng kirn, whm Opimids, wük affected sur 
prise, stops kirn, 

Opi. Why, Liviua Druaua, is ii you ? I thought 
You wcro not come abroad to-day. No wonder : 
You're not the man, methinks, it siiits to close 
Tho train attends upon your colleague there. 
Ah, Drusus ! if tho Romans knew their friends, 
They would not follow Gracchus tlius, and leave 
His betters at their hecis ! 

Jiru. I do not court 
Their fayour, good Opimius. It contents me 
To know that I diaeharge, with honesty, 
The duty of their trihune. 

Opi. Livius Drusua, 
There's not a man in Korne but, if he spcaks 
The truf h, will say, you do. I'il swear it for one, 
At any timc. Were you not hurried now, 
I'd teil you sometliing, Drusus, that would show you 
"What men think of you; but, as 'tis, I'U keep it 
Till you can hear it, Yet this, before I leave you : 
Drusus, I would I were a friend of youra, 
To do you a friend's office. Give me your Land. 
I like you, Drusua, you're an honest trihune. 
I say, I like you ; and did I not say it 
Behind your back, I would not to your face. 
Farewelll Perhaps you're not so call'd for, neither, 
But you could spare a moment ? 

Dru. Ifitbe 
Your pleasure 

(^i. Thaak you, Drusus, thank you ! This 
Is very kind of you. You know Flaminiua ? 

Dru. 1 know his fair report. 

Opi. You know him well, thcn; 
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Bat know him better. Take him by the band. 

[Flaminius crosses to Diiusus, and takes kis hand. 
He wants to know you more than by report. 

Dru. I wovld I knew bow to deserve tbis bonour. 

Opi. I would you knew what bonour yo« deserve. 
Tliere are men, Drusus, weartbeir worth so modestly, 
Tbcy do not seem to know tbey bave it. Yo«, 
I see, are one of these, and griove to see it ; 
For such the mass account as common men— - 
Äs gold wbich is not coin'd, tbe Hnskill'd eye 
WiU take for brass. Drugus, it makes me mad 
To see the sterling'st ore thrown by, and that 
Is baaeat lioarded only for tbe stamp 
Which tbe other only wants! I wisb I had 
The Coming of you, Drusus! 

Dru. You would find 
You overweigh'd lae. 

Opi. Not a grain, by Jupiter ! 
Or never weigh'd I yet an honest man. 
And here's to try it. Would you, Drusus, dare 
Acbieye tbe tJiing you could and sbould? 

Dru. I were not 

Opi. Every one that knowa yo«, Ihiisiis, 

Knows that you are a man ; but are you such 
Aman? 

Dru. I think I am. 

Opi. I think ao, too. 
Biit, ever, what we most desiro to be, 
We fear may not be, thougli we know not why 
Wo do so. — Drusus, I'U deal frankly witli you; 
I will not hesitate, nor wind about, 
Nor speak by halves, as if I fear'd to Ict 
My thouglits go from me. Listen to me, then. 
Rome is in danger — discord reigns in her; 
Her Orders ate opposed among tliemselves, 
Tbe people hato the aenate, call ua proud, 
Oniel, luxurious, avaricious ; masters, 
Oppressors, tyranta — racn, alaa! my Drusus, 
That are not masters even of tbeir own. 
The cause of tliis is Caius Gracchus. He, 
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For bis own aiiiis, lots no occasion pass 
To inflame tUe commona ; wlierefore, iie revives 
Old grievancea, or lancies present, or 
Fredicts to come ; and should tliis cause go oii 
Without obstruction, Korne will grieve to see 
Tlie end. The Senate, JHstlj' fearing tliia, 
Have mucli debated on tlie remedy; 
And all at length agree there is but one, 
Namely, to find a man that's fit to mediate 
Betwccn thcm and the people. Drusns, thou 
Artbe! 

Dru. Alas! wbat weight have I, Opimins, 
To bear against tlic weight of Caiua Gracchus ? 

OjOT. What weight hast thou ! Thou good and honest 
manl 
Now, by the gods, I love thee, Drusus, for 
Thy true simplicity! What weight hast thou! 
Why, hast thou not the weight of Caius Gracchus? 
You share one office — the sanie cares divide, 
The Same responsibilities ; why not 
The same respect? Oh, Livius Drusus! Oaius 
Were not content did Drusus lead the people. 
And Gracchus humbly follow at thoir heels! 
But let that pass. Deal frankly with a friend. 
What think you, Drusus ? Do the aenate bäte 
The people ! 

Dru. Kay, I would believe they did not. 

Opi. I know you would; I think you do ; but much 
I wonder that you do, because 'tis not 
The fashion. Drusus, do you think 
I'll shuffle with you ? Do not answer me, 
I am sure you do not. Tako my word tben, Drttans: 
The aenate love the people. Ay, I know 
'Tis easily aaid, but I will prove it to you. 
Know, then, I have been deputed to solicit 
Your friendahip for the Senate — not to oppose, 
Aa once Octavius did the former Gracchus, 
But to outdo your colleague in his plans 
In favour of the people, still proposing 
Some law for tbeir additional advantage ; 
And only stating — as in simple fairness 
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You ahould — that so tlie Senate had espress'd 
Their wiahea — notliing farther. By tliis means, 
The people will bo servcd ; tlie Senate placed 
Again in confidence; your rival stripp'd 
Of dangerous influence ; yourself exalted, 
According to your worth ; and, to sum up 
The whole at once, your country saved from min. 

Fla. You cannot Iiesitate in auch a cause. 

T>rii. I undertake tlie trust with sacred zeal ; 
And, if I can compose the present evila, 
Shall deem myself most happy, 

Opi. I am sure of it, 
And shall with joy report this to the Senate, 
Meanwhile, be often with us. Let us know 
Your wishes for the people ; we^ll promote them. 
What you say should be, shall be, on your saying, 
Or break at onoe with us, The tribes shaD know 
What 'tis to have a tribune of repute, 
Who does not uso his offioe to promote 
Cabal, andstrife, andjealousy, and hate, 
Like certain gentlemen. 

To your work at once! 
But, hark you, Livius Drusua j teil rae truly, 
Are you not over modeat ? Come ! confesa, now. 
I know you are — I know, that, should the Senate 
Give you your choice of honours, you'd reftise 
To challenge c'en the amallest. Well, no matter ! 
Such men live for their country, Hced not Gracchus, 
If he upbraid yon — if ! Should the plebeians 
Giyo but onc shout for Drusus, hell be sick 
With all the gall of envy! Come to the senato 
To-morrow. Bo not atrange with us, good Livius I 
Mark him now! Heed him well, for he is wily. 
And thou art simple in, thine honesty. 
You'll como to the Senate, to-morrow ? Eye him, 

Drusus ; 
He'a a rank trMtor ! Mind to-morrow, now. 
So, farewell, honest Drusus ! [Drusus goes out. 

Fla. Nobly play'd ! 

Opi. Beyond my hopes. Let us inform our friends ; 
And as the choice of tribunca is at band, 
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Prevent bis re-electinn. Come, despatch ! 
Flaminius, wait at once upoa tbe aenate. 

[ Flamin! DS goes out. 
I have feit thee, Caiua ! The nobUity 
Of thy commanding nature haa opposed 
And triumph'd o'er me. Thou sbalt feel me now, 
Yet througli anotlier ! Reat, until I gain 
Tbe consalsbip, and tbou no more art tribune 
The weight of vengeanee lies in tbe arm tbat sends it. 

\^ShouU heard mtkouf. 
Ay, shout away ! unmoved, I hear you now : 
Tbe snaro ia spread, and let tbe lion roar ! ^Goea oui. 



SCENE II.— The Forum. 

Caius Gracqhus discov^ed in the Rostrum — Titus, 
Marcus, and Citizens — thepeople shout. 

Caiug. No more, my friends ! How oftcn must I 
teil you, 
You shoTild not pay tlieae hononrs to your tribune ? 

Tit. Long may you live, Caius ! 

Mw. Prosperously and long ! 
Hitbcr Cornea honest Druaus. Shall we shout for bim 1 

Tit. Why should we ? Think you, he is any great 
friend to tbe people ? Not he I Ia lie not a quiet, easy, 
contented man, who leta things take their course ? Can 
such a man be a feiend to tbe people ? No, no ; he ia 
no friend to the people. He is well enough in his 
place, because he keeps a rogtie out of it ; and just aaya 
ay, and no, according to the will of Caiua. 

Mar. You say right. For my part, I never liked 
your peaceful, honest man. Give me a stirring fellow, 
tbat will brow b t th n bl nd II the authotities 
to account ; tbat j u nly t 1 

E I Dh 

Caius. DniBu I h w ted f you, and I am 
glad you have n 

Mar. [_Apai l to Titus.] ObserTe, he hasn't hurried 
liimaclf. £7ö the Citizens.] Make way forDrusus ! — 
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[Dkusus ascmäs the steps ofthe rostntm.~\ Make way 
there — Ict thc good man pass ! You may kiiow by 
bis gait that he loves high feeding, and sleepa one-half 
of the day, for having dozed away the other half. 
Tit. Silence ! Caius is going to speak. Chcer him, 



AU. Huzza ! Long live Caius ! 

Caius. Romans, hero are aome plans of new decrees 
We Klean to offer for youT approbation. 
I know not whether you will think thom wise ; 
But tliis I know, the hand that drew tbem up, 
Belongs to one would die to do you good. 

Tif. Worthy Caius ! 

All. Long may you live, Caius ! 

Caius. With gfief we see you bare of many goods, 
That make life sweet. Your wrctchedneaa afflicts 
The heart of Caius. Thousands of hrave men, 
Wandering about the streeta of Eome, withoiit 
Means, or employment to procure them ! Now, 
We here direct two coloniea to be sent 
To the late conquer'd cities. 

Tit. Noble Caius ! 

Mar. Worthy Caius ! 

All. [_Skoutmg.'^ Caius for ever. 

Dru. My countrymen — 

Mar. Drusus is going to speak. Now for an otation. 

Dru. You need not leam I lack those noble parts, 
Which makc the orator you love to hear, 
I have no merit but my honesty; 
And 'tis my honesty that says to you, 
I'd die with Caius for the good of Rome ! 

Tit. Yes, yes; Drusus is an honest, quiet,good sort 
of man . Tliat everybody miist say for liim ; but as for 
his Speech, I'd make as good a one myself, Cheer him, 
mastcrs — clioer him ! [Thepeoph eheer faintty. 

Dru. I do not ask you to applaud me, Romans ; 
I love your welfare better than your praise. 

Mar. Come, come, that's very well, now ; cheer 

for that, masters ; — very well, indoed ! Cheei ! cheer ! 

\_Thm/ cheer loui^: 

Dru. I thank you, fellow-citizens. Dou't mind me. 
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Mar. Cheer him agiiin, maaters ! \_A generalcheer. 

Dru, Koman^, I knuw my colleagtie's lovc for you ; 
And yet, methinks, he stiots it in tlüs measure. 
Two colonies '. What are two cuionies ? 
Two handfiils ! He sliould Stretch tliis grant, and ease 
Tiie groaning and debilitated State ! 
Two bandfula of the people, to two citiea ! 
Caiiis for once adopts half measurt«. I 
Decree, that to eaoh city there be sent 
Three thou»ind of the poorest Citizens— 
Three thousand to eacli city. 

Mar. Wortby Drusua ! noble Drusus ! Hiizza ! 

AU. Huzza! 

Dru. Countrynien, 
Pay me no thanks ! Indeed, you ow« me iioiie ■ 
I only speak tlie wishes of the Senate. 

Mar. The aenate ! May we cheer for the Senate ! 

Tit. To be sure, if they do the people good. 

Mar. Hnzza for tbe Senate, masters ! huzza ! 

All. Huzza ! 

Caiua. ladeed ! The Senate! Fnrthepeople'ssake, 
We thank them for this favour. Worthy Romaoa, 
Now cur affairs put on a prosperous face, 
The senato send you favours. We tliank the Senate ! 
But not this mighty kindness of the Senate 
Can set iny cares at rest. I have made an estimate 
Of certain waste uncultivated lands, 
South of the Tiber. These — hüwever, subject 
To certain trifling Services and reiits— 
We here allot to fifteeu hundred families 
From the jdebeians of the lowest clasa. 

TU. Noble Caius ! worthy Caius ! Cheer, masters ! 

Mar. Stop! Dmsus is going to speak. Hear what 
Drusus says. 

Dru. Romans, my worthy colleague, whoai I honour, 
Seems not to love that you should owe the Senate 
Favour or justice. 

Caiu». Drusus ! 

Mar. Go on, Drusus ! lethimgoon! Come, comc, 
Drusua must have fair play. 

All. Drusus ! Drusus ! 
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Dru. If 'tia your pleasurc, friends, to hear my col- 
leiigue 
Sooner than me, you only have to say it. 

AU. No ! no ! no ! Go on ! go on ! 

Dru. I care not who befrienda you, worthy Citizens ; 
The Senate or the tribunes. The inore ftienda 
You haye, the less you will have need of me. 

Mar. Good, honest man, go on ! 

All. Go on ! go on ! 

Dru, 1 say — and if I know the tliing I aay, 
Am I not right in saying it ? I say, 
The aeaate wish the people to bo happy. 
And do not want to tax them. Noble Cahis 
Might have gone faither in this act oE Iiis, 
And not displeased the Senate ; thcrefore, I, 
Without regard to his decree, enact, 
That certain waste, uncultivated lands, 
Lying north of llorae, bc forthwith parcell'd out 
To fifteen hundred of the poorest families. 
Free of all rent and servico. 

Mar. A noble decree, noble Drusus ! The worthy 
Senate ! Huzza, for Drusus and the Senate ! 

Dru. My friends, ihink not of Druaua ; thank the 

Mar. Good, honest man ! Ho is too niodest to take 
the praiae to Iiimself; he gives it all to the Senate. 
Obscrve Caius ; he olianges colour ; he envies Drusus ; 
he docsn't Hke the applause we give to Drusus. Ap- 
plaud the good man again. Long live Drusus ! Drusus 
and the Senate for cvcr ! Huzza ! 

All. Huzza ! 

Caiue. May I bc heard, my friends ? 

Tit. Speak, Gracchus, speak ! 

Mar. Drusus for ever ! 

Caha. Rome — Rome, my friends, for ever ! 
Whoe'er is good — whoe'cr ia juat and groat, 
The honour be to Rome, our common mother ! 
I have wam'd you oft ! Look to your liberties, — 
Beware the seiiate's arts ! beware her tools ! 

Dru. How ! Caius — 

Cuius. Kay, good Livius Drusus ! 
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Mar. Not a word agtuDst Drasus ! 

All, No ! no ! ao ! 

Mwr, The senate has acted well in thia. 

All. It has ! it Itas ! 

Caiu», I am contRnt ; if you approve it, masters, 
I am content. I cannot help my fears ; 
But let !t pass. I'U say, E am content 1 
Maaters, I never yet incurr'd your cenanre : 
If I am over-watchful for your safety, 
Guarding you 'gainat tho chance of injury, — 

If I auapeet But, aince it pleasea you, 

I'll not auapeet this kindncas of the aenatc ! 

And yet it may be ask'd — -when you were weak, 

And needed friends, where was the senate'a kindneaa ? 

Then you might help yoursetves ; now you aro atrong, 

It holda ita hundred handa to give you aid ! 

I think, 'twas not the kitidness of the Senate 

Made it expedient, when my first decree 

Declared the magistrate to he infamoua, 

Who was depoaed by judgment of the people. 

Or, when my nest enacted, that the magistrate, 

"Who baniah'd, without law, a citizcn, 

Should answer the aaserably of the people. 

Or, when, to give you plenitude of power, 

I granted each inliabitant of Latium 

The right of aufFrage. 

TU. Ilear bim ! hcar him ! 

Mar. Silenoe ! Drusus ia going to speak. 

Dru. Romaus, I'll not pretend to aay how mucli 
You owe the aenate ; be it much, or little, 
Or nothing. Only, aa I think they love you, 
I'll not speak ill of them. Tiiey have desired me 
To show you favour ; mark me — have deaired me ! 
Should I bo jealoüs of thera ? Worda, my friends, 
Are air ; but actiona are substantial thinga, 
That Warrant judgment. But we'U not debate 
Their truth or falaebood. They appear to favour us. 
And let ua take advantage of their aeeming. 
My colleague, Caiua, aa he juat now said, 
Has given to the inhabitants of Latium 
The right to vote —the right of Citizens. 



•dby Google 



4S CAIUS GKACCHUS. 

Has not tliis act, then, maile tliem Citizens ? 
And jet, my friends, tlie Latin, soldier feels 
The acourge — lie feels tlie scourge ! — an infamj-, 
That never ehoald approacli tlie treeman'a back ! 
We now decree, that it sliall be unlawfd, 
Henceforth, for any captain of our Icgions 
To beat witll rods a soldier of that nation. 

Mar. A noble decree !— Wortliy Drusus !^A noble 
decree ! Hnzza ! 

Dru, My friends, I now depart ; but, ere I leave you, 
I must declare, tbat whatsoe'er I Iiave done, 
I have done witli the approval of the Senate, 

[_Descends/rom the roatrum. 

Mar. We'll follow yon lioine, Drusiis ! |^ Gracchus 

hurriea doum the stepg.~\ We'll follow you honie ! 

We'll cheer the Senators aa we pass tbem ; we'll follow 

you horae ! 

Dru. Nay, my good friends ! 
Mar, Come, eome ; let us follow him to bia houtic. 
Dm. Well ; sänee you will not be denied — \_Goinf;. 
Caius. Stay, Livius Druaus ! Let me spe^^k witli 

you. 
Dru. Your pleasurc, Gaiua ? 
Caius. Pleasure! Livius Drusus, 
Look not so sweet upon me. I am no cbüd 
Not to know bitter, for that it is smear'd 
With honey ! Let me ratber see tbee scowl 
A little ; and, wben thou dost speak, remind me 
Of tlie rough trumpet, more than the soft Inte. 
By Jove ! I can applaud the honest caitiff 
Bespeaks bia craft ! 
Dru. The caitiff! 
Caiu». Ah ! bo ! Now 
You're Livius Drusus ! You were only then 
The man men took you for — tbe easy man, 
That, so the world went right, cared not who got 
The praise ; but ratber from prefermcnt shruuk, 
Than eourted it. Who evcr thougbt, in such 
A piain and homely piece of stuff, to See 
The mighty senate'8 toül ? 
Dru. Tbe aeiiate'a tool ! 
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Crdut. Now, what a deal of pains for little profit ! 
If you could play tlie juggler with me, Liviua — 
To such perfectioii practisc seeciing, as 
To pass it on me for reality — 
Make my owb senses witn«ss 'garast myeelf, 
That Üiings I know impossible to lje, 
I See as palpable as if tliey were, 
'Twere worth the acting ; but, when I am master 
Of all your mystery, and Itnow, as well 
As you do, that the prodigy's a lie, 
What wauton waste of laliour ! Livlus Drusus, 
I know you are a tool ! 

Dm. Wel], iet me he m. 
I will not quairei with you, worthy Calus ; 
Call me whate'er you piease. 

Caius. What barefaced shifting ! 
What real fierceness could grow tarne so eoon ! 
You turn lipon me like a tiger, and, 
When open-moutli'd I brave you, straiglit you play 
The crouching spaniel ! You'U not quarrel witli mc 1 
I want you not to quarrel, Livius Drusus, 
But only to be honest to the people. 

Drii. Honest ! 

Cmus. Ay, honest ! Why do you repeat 
My words, as if you fear'd to trust your own ? 
Do I play echo ? Question me, and see 
If I so fear t« be myself. I act 
The wall, which speaks not but with othera' tongues ? 
I say you are not honest to the people ; — 
I say you aic the senate's tool — their bait — 
Tlieir juggler — their trick-merchant ! If I wrong you, 
Burst out at once, and free retort upon me ; 
TeU me I lie, and smite me to the earth ! 
ril riac hiit to embrace you. 

Dru. My good Caius, 
Eeatrain your ardent teroper; it doth liiirry you 
Into madness. 

Cedus. Give me but an answer, and 
l'll be content. Are you not leagued with the Senate 'i 

Dru. Your senses leavo you, Caius. 

Caiu>. Will you answer me? 
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Dru. Throw off this humour ! 

Caim. Give me an answer, Drusua. 

Dru. Madman ! 

Caim. Are you tlie creature of the Senate ? 

Dru. Good Caius ! 

Caiug. Do you juggle witli the people ? 
Let me but know you, man, from your own lips ; — 
'Tis all I want to know you are a traitor. 

Dru. A traitor ! 

Coiiw. Ay ! 

Dru. To whom ? 

Caius. To the poor people, — 
The houselcas Citizens, that sleep at nights 
Before the portals, and that starve by day 
Undcr the nosea of the Senators ! 
Thon art their magistrate, their friend, thcir father : 
Dost thoii betray them ? Hast thou seid them ? Wilt 

thon 
Juggle them out of the few friends they have !eft? 

Dru. If 'twill content you, Cains, I am one 
Who loTcs alike the Senate and the people, — 
I am the friend of both. 

Caius. The friend of ncither ! 
The acnate's tool ! — a traitor to the people ! 
A man that seems to side with neither party ; 
"Will now bend this way, and then make it ap, 
By leaning a little to the other side : 
Talk modoration — patience ; with one foot 
Step out, and with the other hack again ; 
With one eye, glance !üs pity on the crowd, 
And with the other, croiich to the nobility ; — 
At any public grievance rMse hia voice, 
And, like a harmless tempest, caim away ; 
Idle, and noted only for his noise ! 
Such men arc the best instrumenta of tyranny ! 
The simple slave is easily discem'd 
By his extemal badge ; your order wears 
Tlie infamy with in ! 

Dru. ril leave you, Caius, 
And hope your breast will liarbonr better coungela. 
Grudge you the senate's kindness to the people ? 
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'Tis weil ; whoe'er serves tliem, shows love to me. 

[Goes out,/ollmced hy Ihe people, shoiüing. 
Caius. Go ! I liavc tilled a waste, and, with my 
sweat, 
Brougtt hope of fruitage fortli ; the superficial 
And heartless 3oil cannot sustain the shoot : 
The first harsli wind tliat aweepa it, leavea it bare ! 
Fool that I was to tili it ! Lct them go ! 
I loved them and I served them 1 Let them go ! 

£nter Vettius. 

Fet. ■Why, Caius, what's the matter, that the people 
So follow DrQSus ? 

Caius. Matter ! Know yon why 
The wind was all the morning in the sonth, 
Sits now at north — that's the antagonist point ? 
When thou canst teil why turns the fitfnl wind 
ril teil tdee why the people follow Drusus 

Vet. More wonder yet ! Tlierc stood a gr p f 
Under a portico, and, as tliey pass'd, ^ n to s 

Tliey cheer'd tliem — ciieer'd the Senators ! I th u^' ' 
They mnst be niad. 

Caim. No, no ! they are not mad. 
There'a not a day in the month, or year, they are 
Of sounder mind, They know as well to-day, 
As they did yesterday, what thinga they look at ; 
That Home ia Rome ; that I am Caius ; ho 
They füUow, Drusus ; and the Senators 
They chccr, the Senators. They are not mad; 
Bnt thou art mad to think them so, because 
They act the deeds of madmen. 

Ertter Lioiniub. 

Lic. Caius! — Ha! 
Well met. Bad news ! 

Caius. Bad news, and well met, say you ? 
Why, so it is : for, were you Pluto's herald, 
You could not pluck a smile from Caius' cheek, 
Would pay the labour of destroying. Come, 
Yonr news ! 

Lic. Opimius will be consul. 
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Tai tribune, 

Lic. Pray you, bIiow yourself amoDg 
The people, or their hcaxts are lost to yoii ; 
Your enemies have wen them Laif already. 
Hands theywouldlook atere tliey took agiftfrom thern. 
They now do shake, as they pertain'd to friends 
After long travel grcetcd ; breath they'd tum'd from, 
Thoug'h wafting fortune's kindest errand, now 
They auffer to blow close and füll on them, 
As it exhaled from lips they'd woo for kisses ! 
A stranger, now beholding Eome, would ask 
You where are her degrees, so ia all rank 
Confounded. QuinotiiB is no more tliaii Curtins, 
That touches Shoulders with him ; Servius no less 
Than Livius, that plucks Scrriua by the cloak. 
And calia him his ' kind Servius ! and would speak 
A Word witli him ! ' — and, as he wliispers in 
His ear, knits fingers with him ; all the while 
Caring as much for Servius, as he does 
For Servius' shoe ! Let them not, Caius, have 
The game to themselves ; dispute it with them ; eome 
Among the people 1 

Caius. Never did I play 
The beggar yet, nor vriU I now ; — 'tia not 
My cr^t, nor will I leam it, Marcus ; no, 
Not e'en to please the people ! 

Enter Pomponius. 

Pom. Where ia Caius ? 

Caius. Here ! here ! What makes the man in such 
requeat 
Is out of favour with the people ? 

Pom. Luok 
To your Office ! Half the votes are promised 'gainst 
TJie next Comitia. Spare no pains to win 
The people's favour hack again ; or, mind ! 
You are no longer tribune. 

Lic. Follow him not, you wiU but lose your labour. 
Let US go to the peopie, and persuade them, 
For their own profit, to retain their tribune ; 
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Hb offiee he must keep. Opimius, 

I know, is sworn to his undoing ; 

Hatli HO impediment, once consul, if 

Caius should lose the tribunesiiip. Come, come ! 

:a» 0... 

Pora. Followliim, Caius; seek once more the people. 

Caiws. Not a foot 
ni stir to wiu them ! Thoiigh tlie price of theit Iotc 
Were but the breath would ask for't, it should go 
TJnbought for me ! What ! wonld they take our tigers, 
They've seen a hundvcd times tear limb from limb 
The malefactor — would they take them, think you, 
For dogs, suppose they fawn'd on them 1 No wonder 
And if they should ! I will not go among them, 
To pay court to them for their own sakea ; cry, 
' Be aerved, I pray you, masters ! pray you, be aerved ! 
Consent that I should get you food ; provide you 
Clothing and lodging ; find you lands to tJlt ! ' 
While, all the tirae, they lean the ear to Drusus, 
And I must pull them by the tloak to win 
Attention ! No ! No honest man could do it ! 
I will not go among thein ! If they are told 
That poison's poiaon, yet will swallow it 
For food, in Jove's namo let them ! Nothing but 
The tasting on't wiU satlsfy tliein, Tettius, 
Keep silence ! No man urge me to it ! 
I sliouid not- — cannot — will not go among them ! 

[Goes out,/oUowed hy Vettids and Po.mponics. 
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ACT IV. 
SCENE 1.—A Street in Rome. 



Enter Vettiub and Pomponius. 

Pom. It was a ialsG return : he had their votes, 
Though ho haa lost hia office. Lo you nnw, 
Wliat strides tliey take that used to walk before 
80 circumspectly ! Scareely is he brought 
into a private atate again, than tliey 
Proceed to abrogate hia Jaws. This blow, 
If there it light, whero it is meant it should. 
Will not fall short a hwr's breadth of bis life. 

Vet. You may be sure of it : for tliat it was 
Opimius got the conaulship. 

Pom. This morning, 
Caiua and he met near the capitol ; 
Flaccus had Caius by the arm ;— Opimius, 
On. seeing him, makea a dead stand, and then, 
With bis cyes fix'd on him thus, and foldod arms, 
He follows him right round, and cries to him, 
' Wliat, boa ! you, Caius Graechus, whitber now ? 
What plot's on foot ? ' Then falls on him with such 
A totrent of vile terms, as it wouid sting 
The tarnest looker-on to bear. 

Vet. And how 
Did Caiua bear it ? 

Pom. Why, as one that, aeeing 
A tiger ready eoucb'd to spring upon him, 
la <]^uick avüidance finds aecurity. 
He paas'd in silenco on. Opimius had 
His Candiot troops with him. But where is Flaccua ? 

Vet. Gono to bring Caius to the forum. How 
Have you disposed our Latin friends ? 

Pom. About 
Tbe rostrum, 

Vet. Fear not ! If it comea to numbers, 
Ours can teil theirs thrice over. 
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Eitler Licixius. 

Lk. Frienda, well met ! 
Something'a on foot that bodes not good to Caiua. 
I pasa'd just now a, group of Senators ; 
One of thcm named him, and Lad farther gpoken, 
But that another placed, on seeing me, 
His finger on his lip. You may be sure 
Tliey only want occasion to despatch him. 

Vel. All Ronie perceivea it. Men inquire for him 
As one whom mischief dogs : ' Is Caius well ? 
Whcn saw yo« him ? — does he go out to-day 
To the forum ? ' — balf iinder breath, as fearing for 
The answer. Others, as his frienda pass by, 
Lay heads together, and, with eyes glanced towards 

Whiapor with looks portentous. Some do smile 
That never amlled before on anght that loved him. 
That's the worse äga ! A amile from thoae that hate us, 
Looka aa aome scowl of fate about to fall, 
If not already lowering. 

Pwn. What's to be done ? 

Lic. Meet them with forco 

Pom. Agreed!, 

Fet. Agreed ! 

Lic. Away, thcn ! 
If you have any friend as yct uuplcdged, 
Change oaths with him. 

Fet. "When meet we in the forum ? 

Lic. At the third hour — H ia the liour of fate. 
If tlieyrepealhislaws, farewellto Roniu! \Tlmy goout. 



SCENE II. — An Apartment in Caius Gracchus House 
— tteo chair«. 
Enter Cornelia and Lioinia. 
Liei. You'U speak to him ? 
Cor. I will. 

Lki. You'U urge him not 
To go? You would not throw your riebest gern 
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Away, though you might give't to one did know 
Ita value, and did covet it ? 

Cor, I would Dot. 

Lici. He's Coming. {Go^''^-^ Motlier ! 

Cor. 1 have said, Licinia. [^Licinia goe» oiU. 

Yea : there's a point where virtue stops ; 'tis there 
Wliere she but loses labour. Ha ! but is 
Her labour ever lost f I can't debate 
That questionnow; Nature won't Ict me : slie's 
Too strong, and I muat play tlie Immble part 
Shc seta me. Had ho not a wifo and cliild — 
He's here I [Retire>\ 

Enter Caius Graochub, v>ilhout se^ngkü Mother. 

CaiuB. I'll wrcstle with him for at least 
Thia tlirow ! My lawa ! AVliat ! abrogate my lawa ! 
Oh, insoleiioo of tyranny ! Well, well ! 
We are not so weak as let him. Were he twice 
The consul, ho sball not lay handa on them ; 
Yea, though oiir blood — 

Cor. Caius, a word witli you. 
There's Fulviua Flaoeus waiting at tbe doov 
With a wtolo crowd of Citizens. Is't you 
They want? 

Caius. It is. 

Cor. 'Tia best, son, to dcai frankly 
With yoiir mother. Wliat's on foot? No matter '. — 

I do not liko that Flaecus : he's a man 

Hath more ambition than integrity, 

And zeal than wisdom, Is he of youv party ? 

Caius, He is. 

Cor. The sooner then you break with him 
The better. Send bim word you cannot come. 

Caius. My word's already pledged to go with bim, 
To tbe forum. 

Cor. On what ertand, Caius Gracchus? 
Is it about your laws they would annul ? 
Mind, Caius, you're no longer tribune ! 

Caius. Fear not ; 
I sball be prudcnt. [_Goinff. 
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Cor. [^ifo^rfJnyAim..] Stop,Caius. {TaMnghuhand.'} 
I can almost think you still 
The boy did con bis lessons at my knee, 
And I could rule in a!l his little mooda 
With but a look. Ay, Caius ; but a look 
Of yoiir motlier's made you calm as sunshine, in 
Your biggest storm ! I would not lose you, Caius ! 
Caius, I would not lose you ! Go not to 
The forum ! 

Caius. Mother — is it you ? 

Cor. Ay, son ; 
It is your motlier, fecls that ahe is all 
The mother, whatsoe'er ahe seema. I would 
Be left a son, my Caius. Go not to 
The forum ! 

Caius. Wherefore, mother ? What is there 
That I ahould fear ? 

Cor. Your brother'a blood, my son ! 
Do I not know you, Caius? Can I not read you, 
TVithout your tongue to help me ? Does not his blood 
Cry for revenge ? and is your ear unapt 
To hear it ? Caius, that dear brother's death's 
Tho life of all thy acts ! 'Twas that did plead 
For Vettius — ask'd the tribuneship— revived 
Tiberius's laws— defied thc Senate — made thee 
Like a god to Kome, dealing out fate — and, now 
Thou art no longer arm'd with thy great office, 
Would lead thee forth to saciifice ! My son, 
Gfl not to the forum ! 'Tis a worthlesa cause ! 
Why should you go, my Caius ? To defend 
Your laws from abrogation ? Think of them 
For whom you made those laws : tho fickle people 
Did lend a band to pull you from your seat, 
And raise up thcm they shake at ! Thou art Single, — 
Thou hast no seconds. 'Tis a hopeless struggle ! 
So aunk are all, the heart of public virtuc 
Has not the blood to make it beat again. 

Caius. And should I therafore sink with the base 
times ? 
Wkat, mother, what ? Are the gods also base ? 
Is virtue basc ? Is honour sunk ? Is manliood 
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A thing contemptible, and not to be 
Maintaiii'd ? Remombor you Messica, mother ? 
Oöce from ita promontory we beheld 
A galley in a storm ; and, aa the bark 
Approach'd the fatal ehore, could well discem 
The features of the crew with horror all 
Aghast, save one. Alone he atrove to guide 
The pTow, erect amidst the horrid war 
Of winds and waters raging, With one hand 
He ruled tho hopeleas heim ; the otlier strain'd 
The fragment of a shiyer'd sail ; his brow 
The while bent proudly ou tlie acowling aurge, 
At which he ecowl'd again. Tho vessel Struck : 
Ono man alone bestrode the wave, and rode 
The foaming courser safe. "Twas he, the aame ! 
YoQ clasp'd your Caiuä in. your arma, and cricd, 
' Look, look, my son ! the brave man ne'er despaira, 
And lives where cowards die ! ' I would but aiake 
Due profit of your lesson. 

Cor. Caiua — Caius ! — 

Caiui. Mother — I — 

Cor. Myson! 

Caim. Well, I'U not go, \_Sitdng down.'] I will be 
mied by you, 
If you pleaae ; let men aay what they list of me. 
I care not if they whiaper aa I pass, 
And point, and smilo, and say to one another, 
'Lo, the bold tribune, Gracchus! Lo, the man 
Did loid it o'er the Senate ! ' What is't to me ? 
I know I am your son, and would approve it 
If I might ; but, since you will not iiave it so, 
I'll stay from the forum, mother ; I'il not go 
To the forum. 

Cor. Know the people you did promise 
Togo? 

Caius. Are they not Lere, with Fulvius Flaccus, 
Expecting me ? But let them go with him ; 
He'll speak for them ; he'll he their friend ; he'il darc 
Oppose the eenate ; he'll preserve my laws, 
If he can. If there's no other man to speak 
For liberty, he'll do it ! Pray yon, motlier, 
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Send Lucius to them ; teil tliem I'll not go 
Abroad to-day. 

Cor. You inust go to the forum ! You muat. 

Caim, Not if you will it not. 

Cor. I neitlier will it, 
Nor wiJl it not. 

Caitts. Unless you bid me go, 
TLey go without me. 

Cor. Why, I thinlt, as tt is, 
You oannot help but go. I know not what'a 
The matter ; 'tis, perhapa, the fcars of tby wife 
Infect me ; but I've dark forebodings, Caiua. 
What will be left me, ahould I lose thee, aon ? 

Caius. My monument ! 

Cor. Go to the forum — go ! 
You are Comelia's son ! 

Caius. My only use 
Of life's to prove it ! 

Cor. Go — go— go ! my Caius ! 

\_Goin0, bul türm and embraees her son. — 
out senerally. 



SCENE III. — A Square, icitk the Statue of Tihrrius 
" ' w Graeektts. 



Etiler Caius Gracchus, Titiis, Marcus, and Citizens. 
Caius. "What son of Rome may not bis country call 
To do her serrice ? Romans, you desire 
I should defend your lawa from abrogation, 
And I obey you. 

Tit. Worthy Caiua ! 

Caim. Some coldness there haa been between us ; but 
"We know tbe cause, and eo are friends again. 
Oiir enemies may once prevwl by cunning, 
But not a second time. Now show yourselTes 
The men you sbould bc. If your liberties 
And rights are dear to you, be faithful to them. 
Fear not tbe Senate ; call upon tbe tribea ; 
Be freemen — none will dare to make you slaves ! 
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Eliter Fl accus. 
Fla. Caius, the consul is about to pass, 
Proueeding to the sacrifice which he 
Has order'd, to give impioiis sanctity 
To his deaigns against you. 

Caius. Pray you, now, 
My fiiends, ohaerve good order. Let them pass. 

[_The Citizens retire. 

Musi 



Opi, \_Seeing Gracchus.] What ! io you wait to 
Interrupt us here, — 
Yoti, CaiuB Gracchus, Fulvius, and the reat, 
With your lewd rabble ? 

Caius. You may see, Opimius, 
The way is clear for yon. 

OpL Oh ! is it so ? 
'Tis well, indeed, you give usleave to pass! 
You're very humble now, good Caius Gracchus ! 
Drasus, ia this the man that tliought to ride 
The necks oftlie Senators? This the lawgiver, 
That pavcell'd out the landa of the patricians ? 
Why, yes ! 'Tis Caius Gracchus ! 

Calw. True, Opimius, 
True; it ia Caius Gracchua. 

Opi. How ! so humble ? 
What ! thia the gentleman that rail'd at us 
The other day, with such a fcarlcss tonguo ? 
Call'd US luxurions, proud— oppressors — tyrants, — 
The common robbers of the State ? Thia he ? 
What knave may not grow honest ! Spcak your aoul, 
Teil US you hato ua ; apurn us, mock ua, and [^man \ 
Revile US, as you were wont to do ! I bäte 
The doublo villain. We are not the conaul ! 
These are not lictora ! Gracchua doesnot fear 
To let US know his thoughts. 

Caius. I wiU not stay 
To give you p!ea of quarrel. Know, Opimius, 
The man that loves his country may respect 
The shadow of her grcatneas. \^Goes out. 
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Opi. Ha ! — Take heed ; 
Look to your safety! On to the sacrifice, 

ZMtmc. — OpiMiüs and his partj/ go out. 

Fla. Is this to be ondured ? Oould Caiua brook it ? 
I have no blood of his within my veins, 
And yet they boil ! 

Mar. Had he but spoke the word, 
He should have been avenged. He rail'd at us. Come, 
Let ns foUow him '. 

Fit. Hold, for the common cause ! 

Mar. The common cause were served by any hurt 
that 
We could do Opimius. He's a tyrant! 

Fla. The worst of tjTants ! 

Mar. Come, let'a foHow him, and rid our country uf 
a tyrant ! 

Tit. Stay! How are wc prepared for such a thing ? 
Remember, too, it is the tirac of sacrifice. 

Fla. Cains was tame to bear it. See! ho rcturns, 
And chafting hke a flood from its embankment 
New burst. 

Re-enter Cdius Gracchus. 

Caius. Endure a life on aufferaace 
Like this! "Why, you nmst think me water, friends, 
Or Bomething farthcr stil! removed from blood— 
If there's such poverty in nature — that 
I seem to havo no proper heat in me, 
To keep cool veins nndcr the force oE that 
Wliose only sight, I see, sets yours a-boiHng. 

Mar, Let's follow him, and rid our country of 
A tyrant ! 

Caius. [^Rugkinff he/ore th^n.l No ! 

Tit. Here comes his lictor with 
The entrails. 

Enter a Lictor, tmih the eniraik. 
Lictor. Way, there, evil Citizens ! [^Goes out. 

Tii. Down with him ! 'Tis an evil word for him. 
Cüizmt. Down with him ! 

[TiTUS and Citizens rush out, 
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Caius. Hold! hold! Come back, my frienda — my 
countrynien ! 
You know not [^ loudgroan icitkout. 

Re-enter Titcs, witk a hlirndy dagger. 

Tit. Youarerevenged! He'a dead ! 

Caius. Blood sted! Blood is not waah'd away 
except 
With blood ! [The Citizens retum sloicly and sullenly. 
Why do you thia ? Why do you ever that 
You should not do ? Who bade you take my qiiarrel 
Into your owq hands? Who? I did not ask you 
For help or comisel. Güds ! if I do choose 
To stake my life, may I not fix the game 
I throw't away on ? Had I not here tliB tyrant 
Himself, witliin arm's reacli, that but a stride, 
Like Ibis, had made my weapon and bis heart 
Acquainted ? Had I not? If I did tliink 
A guest of spieen, a fit of icmper, a 
Sour stomach, was a thing to pitch against 
The cause — had I not man enoiigh in me, 
Though thriee the number of bis satellites 
Environ'd him, to smite bim to my foot ? 
And you must smite bis slave! Now, look yoii, for 
That slave, the atones we tread on sball weep blood, 
And our veins lend the tears ! 

Fla. Remember, 'twas 
For you tiiey did it. 

Caius. Me ? Oh ! I retain 
The memory of all they have done for me ! 

Fla. Obscrvc their looks : they are depress'd and 
spiritless 
From your rcbuke, It is not well to bring 
Their zeal to such an ebb, 

Caius. It is, indeed, 
The tide for ebbing. [_Thun(ler.^ Listen! Do you 

Tit. The heavens lower 

Caius. On US ! There is something awful in theii' 
spocch, 
More tban the Sound. [^Thunder offatn,'] That'sanger! 
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Enter Vbttius, hastily. 

Vet. Disperse ! disperse ! The conaul lieavily 
Has ta'en his lictor's death. The Senate is 
Coavoted. 

{_Louder tkunder — tke Citizens icitMraw üovily. 

Caius. Now it speaks out! 'Tis not for naught 
They keep that etirring in the heavens. Some foot, 
On haste with wrath, hath from Jove's presence now 
Gone forth, the bearer of an eirand, whose 
Dread import hath set all Olympus shaking 1 

Fla. You are infuaing fear into the crowd : 
This is no way to remedy tho evil. 
Think what can best be done. 

Caiue. Nothing is best, 
Where nothing can be done. 

Fla. Here comes yowr brother. 

Enter LiciNius, hastily. 
Lic. Ä decree lias paas'd the Senate, that the consal 
Look to the public safety. Caius, you, 
And Fulviua Flaccus, are the men they aim at ; 
You must protcct youraelves ! 

[_Thiinderi still huder. 
Fla. Observc, the Citizens fall off from us. 
Caius. Wby, let them go ! Äs long as our veina are 
füll, 
Why should theirs flow ! L«t them fall off to one— 
To none ! Theü- Carrion woitld but poison Eome, 
And breed a mortal, general pestilence I 
Let them, I sayl It shall bo writ in blood, 
The man who labours for the people's good, 
The pcople ahall give up to sacrifice ! 
So sliail their groans unpitied rend their breasts, — 
Unlieeded, save of them whoso ears confesa 
No sweeter music ! Here, even at the foot 
Of my great father'a statue, I will braye 
The tyrant's wrath alone ! 

{JKneeUatkisfather's statue, hiding hia face witk kis 
hands. 
Fla. What ! hold your neck 
To the axe ? 
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Enter Pomponius, hastUt). 

Pom. Caius, the consul's lictors, I'm advised, 
Are on the watch for you. 

Fla. Meet force with force ! 

[^Tke Citizens return in larger numhers. 
The poople throng to you again. 'Twas but 
The storm dispersed thera, 

hie. Gracchus — Caius Gracchus ! 
If you're a man, aot like one. Keep not terms 
With men do make the laws a plea for acts 
The laws forbid. The Senate is the traiior. 
Tliink, in its bloody edict you are led 
Abeady to the alaughter. Caius, 'tis 
Yonr country calls on you ! 

Pom,. "With tears! 

Fla. With wrongs ! 

Lic. Tiborius calls on you ! 

Caius. Give me your hamds. 
'Tis done, my friends — 'tis past! I willl {_Low thunder.'\ 

You hear ? 
Great Jove ! cur fates command us ! 

Fla. Muster, friends, 
Betimes to-morrow on Mount Aventine. 
We've scanty time for proparation. Night 
Draws on apace, Some nf you keep a wateh 
Near Caius' house, lest, in the dead of night, 
They steal upon him. Caius, fare tkee well ! 
We meet to-morrow. 

Caius. I will meet theo, Flaccus ; 
But lot not the first blow be ours. 

Fla. It cannot ; 
They strike already that do draw on us. 

Caius. Against myself, I pledge myself. O Itome ! 
The sona do love theo most, must make thce blced ! 

IThev ffo out. 
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SCENE IV.— Jm Apartment in the Home of Caius 
Gracchm — a couch. 

Enter Cohnelia and Licinia, leHh a scroll, folloaed hy 
Lvcius, carrying lights. 

Cor. Will not you go to bed ? 

Lid. Not tili he oomes. 

Cor. He must sup out. 

Lid. Well, I'Il Sit up for hini. 

Cor. What, with those eyes, that look so ill prepared 
To play the watoker ? 

Lid. I will read, Cornelia, 
And keep myself awake. I can't lie down ; 
Go you to bed, my mother. 

Cor. ril not give you 
Excuse for so uncall'd-for laboiir, by 
Partaking it. Good night ! 

Lid. Good night! 

[[Cornelia ^oes oulfolloteed iy Lucius. 

Ho would come home ! Why should he sup abroad 

To-night ? Most like, it ia my brother's fault : 

He never Jets him rest with taking him 

To Carbo's housö — or Flaccus's — or some 

Such place. I would he h.iii a wife himaelf, 

To teep him more at home. Cornelia'a right ; 

I'm half aaleep already. A heavy !id 

Is stränge companion to an anxious heart ! 

Corae, thou, that canst diacourse without a tongue,— 

Cunning beguiler of the lonely! talk to me. 

And, for my dear lord, help me to keep watch ! 

^Shß nis on the ccveh, and reads — ^^roKs gradually 

drowder — the seroll falh from her Jiand, and 

»ke sleepa. 

Enter Caius Graccijus, icithoui seeing her. 
Caius. What meant the bny by starting when he let 
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Look'd it so like my own ! A hundred objects, 

Day after day I'vo pass'd, witli just as much 

Of consciousneas us they had not been liere, 

I now distinguish with a feeling of 

Such recognition, as invest them with 

The worth of precious things. The common couch 

Stands in our supper-room, a dozeu times 

A day IVe thrown myself upon, without 

Tbonght it aupported me, "When now I pass'd it, 

I could not help bnt stop, as it had becn 

Some special minister of happiness 

Did challenge salutation. 'What ! Ltcinia? 

Asleep, too ! She is sitting up for nie ! 

Come, now, Conapiracy, thou bold redresaer 

Of grievances ! dost doubly stake tliy lifo ! 

Thou wilt achieye beneath the pcaceful brows 

Of the household eaves, that never thought to see it, 

What were done better in the stony eyes 

Of frowning battlements— and lead along 

The streets, where children, wives, and matrons tread, 

Mars" revcb, fitter to bc acted on 

Some far removed, unfeqnented waste, — 

Come, now ! and, while the silken banda of aleep 

Hold thy unconscions, nnoffending victim, 

Look on, and acan thy plea of conjuration. 

And See if it be proof ! Thou canst not do it ! 

Ah-eady is the ague creeping o'er 

Thy fleah, at longer trial of the test 

Would shake the weapon from thy band, thongh clench'd 

With thousand oaths ! That I sliould see her thus! 

I must not look on her again, nor speak to her ! 

ril call her maid to watch by her, and then 

I will to bed and sleep — or feigu to sleep. [^Going. 

Lici. {In her sleep.~\ Keep liim in, niother! Let him 
not go forth ! 
The/ll kill my Caius ! 

Caiug. \_Retumin^.'2 She is dreaming of me. 
Some horrible conceit her fancy frames 
To cheat her with. Had I not bettcr wake her ? 
For what ? To do in oarnest, what I would not 
Her fancy did, would do it but in jest. 



db,Google 



CAIUS GBACCHÜS. 67 

Oh, proper kindncss ! Whatsoe'er it was, 

'Tis gone ! How calm ! He ne'er liath look'd on sJeep, 

That hath not caught it lighted on the lids 

Of virtuo ! I must gaze on her no loDger ! \_Going. 

Lid. [_Atßrat in her de^p, tken aK((kinp and rusAififf 
forward.'] Oli, spare him ! save bim ! give him to 
liis wife ! 
Strikehere — strikehere! ^Gkivscatckesker in hUarms.~] 
My Caiua! — 'Twas a dream! 
But press mc to thy Leart ; gpeak to me, Caius ! 
I know 'tis you ; but press me — speak to me ! 
It was 3 horrid dream I 

Caius, Ne'er mind it, love. 

Lici. Nomore I do — drcams are but dreams. 'Tis 
you! 
This is our bouae, and 'tis our sitting room 
We aro talking in ; and it is nigbt^ — -Btill night, 
That never walk'd ber silent round, methinka, 
With softer step. List, love ! when we are etül, 
Nonght's stirring. Wliy, bow pale you look, my Caius ! 

Caius. Do I ? 

Ltct. Indeed you do ; and when you smile, 
Methinka you do grow paler. Don't smile, Caius : 
Your smile fite not wliat it dotb cover, and 
Is meant to bide, not sbow. Gods ! busband, what's 
The matter ? 

Caius. Sweet, you frigbten'd me just now. 

Lid. Frigbten'd you ! 

Caiua. Ay : a woman'a sbriek stavts terrors, 
Where trumpets miglit redouble their alarros. 
And not one fear awake. 

Lici. And did I sbriek ? 
I knew not wliat I did. 'Twas sitch a dream ! 
ril teil it you, love. 

Caiua. No, never mind, Licinia, 

Lid. Not teil it you ? Are you afraid to bear it ? 

Caijis. Afraid of » sliadow ! No, Licinia. 
'Twould pain you to go over it, 

Lid. Not it ! 
Pain me ? la not your arm around me, Caiua ? 
Do I not bear you talking to mo ? see you ? 
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Feel you ? — Not waiit a proof that you are aafc 
And well? — I drcam'd that you lay bleeding, love, 
At the consul's feet, stood over you and smilod. 
And Struck ! and Struck ! Wliy, what's the matter, 

That you hold your hand to your forehead ? 

Caius, Fool that I was, 
To walk bareheaded yeatemight in the garden ! 
That shooting pain's the profit on't. Go oii — 
Go on, Licinia. Did the conaul use 
His weapon liko a soldior ? 

Lici. Like a demon ! 

Caiua. No doubt ! no douht ! 

Lwi. What, Caius ? 
Caiug. It would be 
An idle dream had not the thrift to turn 
Ä man into a demon ! Pr'ythee, love, 
What figure took he ncxt ? 

Lid. You make a jeat 
Of me. ril teil no more of it. Im glad 
You are so nierry. 

Caius, Meny! 

Lici. Are you not ? 

Caius. Not if it does not pleaae you, love. 

Lid. Indeed 
But it does ! Be ever nierry ! You'il be merry 
To-morrow, I will answer for't ; and so 
Will I, and so wiU all the honse. Now, why, 
Teil me, ahould wo be merry, love, to-morrow, 
Of all the daya in the ycar ? 

Caius. Indeed, Licinia, 
I cannot teil. 

Lici. You cannot teil — you, Caiua ! 
Now, teil not that to any one ! It is 
The birthday of cur boy ! Thcro was a time 
I fear'd you would not live to see it ; but 
That time is past. Tliank Jupiter for what 
He sends to-morrow ! What are you thinking of ? 

Caius. Our boy. 

Lici. la tliat the way to think of our boy ? 
Think of him with a smile ; he is a boy 
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To malte a father proud, although it ia 
His motlier says it. 

Caim. So he is. We'll go 
To rest, love. 

Lici. Nay, I am not wcary, Caiua ; 
Sit up a while, and talk. 

Caius. I woiild not talk 
To-night. 

Lid, No more would I. "We'll go to rest. 
Come, Caius. Now, I havc not to!d you half 
The reason we shall be so happy, love, 
Trt-morrow. Can't you guess ? 

Caim. What is't, Licinia ? 

Lici, Is it not our wedding-day ? 

Caius. It is! it is ! 

Lici. Have we not reaaon to he happy ? I have : 
Have not you ? Sha'n't we be happy ? Say we shall ! 

Caitu. We sliall — to be sure 

Lici. Say it out ! 

Caius. To hc surc we shall ! 
Why sliould we not ? Wliy ahould we Come te 

Come to rest, It grows to torture ! 

Lid. What, my Caius ? 

C<dm. The pain I told you of. 

Lici. You are not well ; 
You do not iook as you wcre well, nor speak, 
All's wrong if you're not well. 

Caius. A little sleep 
Will aet all right. 

Lici. It will — it will ! 

Caius. Come, love ! 

Lici. I would not for the world you should he ill 
To-morrow — or any day — but most of all 
To-moiTow, 

CaiuB. Come to rest, love ! 

Lid. Are you sure 
'Tia nothing needs be fear'd ? 

Caius. Don't question me : 
The slightest noise distracts me. 

Lici. Does it, Caius ? 
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You're ill, indeed, theit — 7011 aro ver 
What shall be donc for you ? 

Caiu», You drive me mad ! 
Don't tnind me, love— don't mind mi 



SCENE l.—The Street fie/ore Caim' Hous^—lamps at 
a dutance. 



Citizens discovered tying asleep in variaus postures, armed — 

others «.■atching. 

Enter Tiriis, 

Tit. Almost the morning dawns. What! rouaeyc, 

iriends ! 

Up, drowsy conirades, up ! 'Tis time — 'tis time ! 

Enler Caius GRACcavs from the house- 

Caim. Ha! ia it time, niy friends? 

Tit. It is, good Caius. 

Caius. What noiae of Steps is that ? 

Tit. A band of Citizens, 
Crossing the end of the street. 

Caius. Go on before, my friends; I'il follow you. 

[^TiTus and Citizens yo out. 
I will but take 3. last look of the house, 
To think of what I Icave within that house ! 
I left her sleeping. Gods ! upon tlie brink 
Of what a precipice ! — and she must down, — 
I cannot save her. My last kiss, when I 
Did print upon her cheek, she breathed niy name. 
And, all unconscious as sbc was, with such 
A plaintive cadence — even Pity's seif, 
Composed of tears and murmura as ehe is, 



•dby Google 



CAItS GRACCHUS. 71 

In her most melting mood, did never frame 

Move tender. But that I did tear myself 

At once away — for all that manhood, back'd 

By honour, that did iiever yet relent, 

Had urged upon me — I must have foregone 

My purpose. Thought must look another way ! 

Tibcrius — I am coming ! Art thou here, 

My brother, waiting for me ? Yes, I feel 

Thou art ! I am reaAy ! Mighty shade, lead on ! 

[_Goinff. 
Enter Licinia, hastity. 

Lid. ^Rmhing towardi him.'^ Caiua ! — Oh, have I 
found you ? 

Caim. My Lieinia, 
Why do yoTi quit your bed ? 

hici. To Beek you, Caius. 
To bring you back with me ! Oome into tbe house. 

Caius, "What fear you, love ? 

Liei. I tnow not what I fear. 
But well I know that I have cause to fear ! 
Your putting off your joumey yestcrday — 
Your going to the forum, as you did — 
Your making it bo late ere you came back — 
Your looka and answera when you did come back — 
Your rising now, at this unwonted hour, — 
A thouaand thoiisand thinga that I could name, 
Had I tho time to think of thcm, forewam me 
You go not fortli for good ! 

Caius, Lieinia ! wife ! 
Collect yourself to üaten to me, now. 
I muat go forth, and may not be prcvented. 
Why, what'a the matter with you ? Can't a man 
Get up a littlo hour or two before 
His wonted time, and take a vralk, but he 
Muat run into a lion's mouth? For sbame ! 
If this were told of Caiua' wife ! Go in ; 
Get thee to bed again; and take this kiss 
Along with thee. 

Lid. I oannot quit you, Caiua, — 
I cannot let you go ! Spite of myself, 
I cling to you, as though my arms were bound 
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About yon by a spell ! Do you know I am ill ? 
I'm very ill ! in aooth, I am so ill, 
It ia not kind of you to leaye me, Caius. 
Caius, you would not leave me whcn I'm ill ? 
You atirely never would ! Let me lean on you. 
And take me into the house. I thank you, Caius. 

Caius. {Conductinff her to tlie äoor, and eiopping.'] 
There! 

Lki. "Would you quit me at the tlireshold ? Won't 

Come in, too ? Caius, do oome in ! Sure, Caius, 
You can go forth by and by. 

Caius. I must go fortli 
At once, love. 

LiiA. Must ? In trutti you must not — will not ! 

Caius. \_Going^ Farewell ! 
Lici. Stop, Cwua — stop! {FoÜowinghim,catrhing}iold 
of his robe, and discoverinff a aword under fiix 
arTn/] Ia it to use 
That sword you go abroad ? Is it, my husband ? 
It is — alas ! it is ! You would go forth 
To aell your life for an ungrateful people ; 
To quit your wife and child for men, look'd on 
And saw your brothcr niurderM, and will now 
Betray even you to dcath ! Caius, you trust 
The faith of men that have no faitb, except 
"When trial is not noar. Go not, my Caius ! 
My lord ! my husband ! father ofmy child ! 
Go not, but bear your poor distracted wife ! 

Caius. Licinia, now is it perverse in you 
To fancy danger. I have busineaa forth. 
Is it a time to walk the strcets unarm'd, 
When drunken revcllers from breaking up 
Of banquets are abroad ? No more of this ! 
In — in ! my love. Be suro l'll make all haste, 
Thy tliin robe Buits not, sweet, the moming air. 
In, my Licinia, in ! there's nouglit to fear ! 

{_Trumpet leithout. 

Lid. What's tliat? \_Tminpet a/fain.'J Again ! 
Speaks not f 
To tbee ? 
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Calus. Dear wife — 

Lid. Come into the hnuse — come in ! 
If I'm thy wife, whoae intereat in thee 
Shall push by mine ? Wliose claim to hold t!iy pledge 
Calla on thee with a right can sliut out mine ? 
Thou sbait not go ! \_Trumpet. 

Caius. Licinia 

Lid. Nay, thou slialt not ! 

Ctäus. Let go niy robe ! 

Lid. I will not lot it go ! 
You hurt me, Caius ! — Kuow you, yoii do hurt me ? 
For Juno's sake, dear husband ! Caius, — oh ! 
You gripe my wrist tili I am sick with the pwn ! 
If any ono had aaid it ! Promiae one thing, 
And I will let thee go. 

CaiiM. What is it ? 

Lid. Killme! 

Caius. [_Ca(ckin^ her to hi» hreast.2 Licinia 1 

Lid. ^Nearl^fainting inhie arme.'\ Ah 1 

Caius. Gods! I have kiiled thee ! 

Lid. No! 
Or, if you have, 'tis with a, andden draught 
Of too sweet lifo ! Bless thee, my Caius — bless thee ! 
You will not go — you'll stay witli me — youTl come 

You'll live for me ! Come in ! come in ! come in ! 

Enter Licruius. 

Lic. What keepa you, Caius? 

Caim. ^Apari to him.l^ Take her from about 
My neck. 

Lid. I hear you, Caius ! There ! Mysolf 
Will do that kindness for thee. Thou art free 
To go. Stay, hushand ! Give me from about 
Thy neck that coUar which thou wear'st, to keep it 
As thy last gift. 

Caius. Here, my Licinia. 

Lid. What! 
Kothing about me I can give thee in 
Exchange for't? Oh ! I have a token yet, 
That hath the virtue of an amulet 
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To him believefl in't. Ono tliing, I do know, — 
Steel, at its siglit, hath all as harmless turn'd 
Aa point of down, that cannot stand against 
The tendereatbreatli, Swear only, stay tili 
I fetch one gift, one last, one parting gift. 

[_She ffoes out hurriedly. 

Caius. Bring it, lovo ! 

Lic. Now Caius, 
Xow \i your time ! wait not tili slie retums. 

Caius. I havc promised lier. 

Lic. And if you promised her 
To pluck ao eye out, would you think it kinder 
To do't, than leave't undone ? Away, at once '. 
The cause — the cause ! 

Re-enter Licinia, hastily, with her Child. 
Lid. The boy, my Caius ! 
Caiu». Ha ! 

Lid. Nay, if thoa look'st tliat way upon tliy child, 
I'm satisfied there is no hope for me ! \_Kiieels. 

Caiu», Why, was this kind ? 
Lid. I do not know that word, 
It Stands for notking-^worse ! 'Tis fonud the thing 
It says it is not. Hnshands ate call'd kind, 
That break the foolish hsarts are knit to tliem ; 
And fathcrs kind, who their own children do 
Make orphana of ; and brothers kind, who play 
Tlie parts of bloodless strangers; and friends, too, 
Whoae actions find them foes. More kind aro foes 
That are uot kind, but do not aay thcy are ! 
Caius. Take the child, wife. 
Lid. I will. 

Caius. Why dost thou kneel ? 
Lid. To heg a hlessing for him of the gods, 
Since thou dost turn him from thce, asking it 
Of thee. 

Caiua. The goda be more to him, Licinia, 
Than thou wouldst have me be ! Licinia ! Ha ! 
That look. 

Lic. Come ! come. 

Caius. Sheiivetsme! ZTrumpela witAout. 
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Lic. Do you hcar ? 

Caitts. Tcar me away ! More blesaings liglit upon 

Than I feel pangs, wbo curse the tliings I'd bleas ! 

[C AI HS Gracchus antiLiciMDS go oui — alaruvm 



Enler Corneua from (fe k<mse, foUowed by Lücill. 

Cor. What'sthia? Licinia! 

Lid. Take the cliild from me, 
Unti! I lay me down and die. 

Cor. And die ! 
Biso, risc, my daugliter ! 

Lict. Rather tiiou fall down 
Along with me, and pray the gods thcy send 
A thuDderbolt to strike us both together ! 
For both already they have smitten so, 
To spare's the countertide of mercy ! 

Cor. Biso T 
We niay not tempt the gods ! Conie into the Iioui 
And show thy teara to it — 'twill not teil of thee. 
Tliis is the common street, and thou but Icnd'st 
Tlie essence of tliy grief to vilest tongues 
Will make a jest and marrel on't. Come in. 

Lid. You counsel me, and do not know the cac 
Whereon you counsel me. 

Cor. My son is dead ? 

Lid. Nu, no ! Yet 

Cor. Yet! Why wouldst thou say he lives. 
And but that Uttle word 'twixt him and death ? 
He is the same as dead ; — then think him dead, 
As I do. 

Lid. And art thou a mother ? 

Cor. Yes; 
The mother of the virtue of my child ! 
The fashlon of bis body naturc öx'd ;— 
I bad no ehoice in't — was not ask'd how high 
The statiire on't sbould grow — gave not my voice 
As to the shape of limb or lineament, 
Nor pick'd the ahade and testure of tlie akin ; — 
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But, of his worth, the modelling was mlne : 
Say, tliat is dead, and you may aay I'm dead ! 

Lid. I camiot answer tiiis. I can but roarvel, 
Thü weight bows me to earth should seem so light 
To you. [_Alarunie wühout. 

Enter LiviAj hvrriedly. 

Livia. Cornelia ! 

Cor. Well, Livia ? 

Livia. Those fearful noiBes ! Listen — yo« will liear 
The rnsli of feet on every aide. I've pass'd 
Sucli groups of angry-looking men — some pale — 
Some flush'd — some mute, and others muttering 
To one another — Luirying aü one way, 
As all on one momentous object bent. 
I canie to thee, that we might seek some sanctuary; 
For houses are not safe in times like these. 

Cor. The Temple of Diana ia at band ; 
"VVe will go tliither. See, my Livia, 
How lost Licinia is ! Take hold of her. 
And lead the way. Nobly, ye gods ! oh, nobly ! 

l_Tke^ go out. 

8CENE II.— Moum Ajjenline. 

Enter grmtps ofarmed Citisteng, Caiu? Gkacchus, Fulvr's 

Flaccüs, and Vettius. 

Caius. You See — you see! Thelr vcrytnimpetsshako 
Your ranks. IIow will they stand the blows of those 
"Whose on!y breath can stagger ? What ! no means f 

Fla. Twice have we offered terms of peace, which 
Have twice refused, and into prison cast [they 

Our herald, my own son ; and, not content 
With this, they have proclaim'd for a reward 
To bim wbo brings your head, its weiglit in gold. 

Caius. Then sball they have it at a dearer price — 
The safety of my friends ! 

Enter Pomponhjs. 
Pom. Why stand you here ? 
Advaace ! A rumour spreads among our ranks. 
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That pardon is proclaim'd to thoso who qiiit us ; 
And laatiy frienda fall off. 

Caius. It shall bo so ! 
Call back the runaways, and !et them save 
The hononr oE their manhood ! Husbands ! drive out 
Yoür sad foreboding tlioughts ; yonr wives aliall hear 
Your feet to-night upon the threshold. Sons ! 
Check not your pious teara, but let them flow 
For joy ; your mothera bave not loat their props ! 
Cowards ! relax not your strain'd sinews yet, 
But live redoubted ! Brave hearts ! rein your courage, 
To givo it course upon a fairer field : 
Caiua alone shaU bleed ! 

Fet. Whatmean you, Caius? 

Caius. To yield myself into the consul's hands. 
And save these veins thoir atorea ! 

Fet. No, by the gods, 
You shall not do it ! 

Caiiig. Not ! Why should T live 
At such a price as half these lives, which I 
Can, singly dying, save ? I cannot live 
To givo my country freedom ; let me die 
To save her blood ! 

Enter LiciNius. 

Lic. Where are your swords, my friendä ? 
Do thcy become their scabbards or your hands, 
ft'hen tyranny's so near? Unsheath, I aay! 
And show their honest faces to our foea, 
Aud make the knavea to blush. 

Caius. Draw o£F our friends ; 
I'Il meet them singly! 

Lic. Never ! 
We'll live or die together! Or, take your course, — 
Yield youraelf tu the tyrant, if you will ! 
My sword ia out, and shall not qoit my grasp, 
So long as it can strike a link away 
From tlie v'le chains that gall us! Leave iis, Caius, — 
Desert us— fly us— carry with thee half 
Cur etrcngth ! With the remaining half we'U struggle, 
Nor vilely live the tiiralls of tyranny! 
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Caius. Oll, Rome ! my country! — Oli, my mother, 
Is it to slied tliy blood I draw my sword ? [Rome ! 

To fiU thy matrona' and thy daughtera' eyes 
With tears, and drain the apirita of thy soiis ? 
Should I not rathei- tum it 'gainst myself, 
And, by the timely sacrifice of one, 
Preserve the many? They will not let me do it ; 
They take from me the rule of mine own a«ts. 
And make me Freedom's slave ! What ! is it so ? 
Come, then, the only virtue that ia left me, — 
The fatal virtue of neceasity. 
Upon them ! 

Give them stout hearts, ye gods ! to enable tliem 
To stand the flashing of their tyrants' swords ! 
Deaf to the din of battlo let them be ! 
SenaeleM to wounda, and withont eyos for blood ; 
That, for this once, they may belie thomaelves ; 
Make tyranny to cower, and, from her yoke, 
Lift prostrate Liberty, to fall uo more. \They go out. 



SCENE IIL— The Interwr of the Temple of L 
the Statue oftfie Goddess — a large Portal. 
liKisiA, kneeling bi/ the Statue — Cobkgua, Livia, Lucilla, 

Cwith Gracchus' ChUd,) Lucius, and nwmerous Femak», 

viko hadfiedfor safety to fhe Temple, diecovered. 

Cor. ^To Lucira.] Go, b<>y; look out and teil me 
wiiat thou see'st. 
If all is quiet, nin to tlie end of the street, 
But venture not beyond — and listen if 
Thou bear'st the aound of tumult. Uae thy aenses, 
And hurry back when they do gathcr for thee 
Aught worth the bringing. Hasten now, and, for 
Thy lifo, break not thy bounda. Away! 

[Lrcius goes out. 

Livia. ^To one ofthc FemaUs.^ Observe 
Cornelia ! Now what kind of soul is hers, 
That in this hour of trembling can be calm, 
As nonght but common thinga were passing round her? 
But note her ! 
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Cor. liiTia, you did say, just now, 
Yoiir brother told you there had come a hevald 
Proposing terms of peace. 

Livia. He did ; but tliought 
They would not be acoepted. 

Cor. He thougbt right ; 
No more tbey will. Opimius hath tbe gust 
Too strnng for blood, when he hath snuff'd it, not 
To taste. Hell lap it : matters not whoae veins 
'Twin cost the emptying of, so they belong 
To honest men, Then will he offer sacrifice ! 
Oh, man ! man ! man ! — most sacrilegious and 
Profano ! — that, with thy lips, dost laud the gods, 
Whose ordinance thou teaiest with thy hands ! 
The path to whom thou hast with peril so 
Beset, that lie who aeeks may find it out 
By good men's graves at many a spot, wheveon 
They did untimely feil ! Why clasp you me, 
My Li via ? 

Livia. Do you hear the clash of swords ? 

Cor. Indeed I do not. 'Tis your fancy, Livia. 

Lima. Nay, "tis your talking of men's graves. 

Cor. Men's graves 
Are but men's beda ; whereon we lay them, not 
For one hard day of toil to follow on 
Another ! Thanhleas labonr, Livia ; sweat, 
To him espends it profitless — that goes 
To nouriah others, and they täte, as thongh 
The using wete a boon. How fares it with 
Licinia ? 

Livia. All abstracted, as she were 
Ahve to nougUt without her. I can draw 
No Word nor sign from her. There kneels ahe to 
The statue of the goddess, mute as silence, 
And in so ßxed stillness, you might ask, 
Wliich is the marble ? 

A Soldier [ Witkout.'\ Way, there ! let me in ! 

Cor. Don't shut the gates, but let him in. 

Livia. Who is it ? 

Cor. One is wounded from the fray ; 
Sure sign it has commenced ! 
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I fear for Lucius : 
He has gone near it. 

Livia. And thou hast a son 
Is in it. 

Cor. I fear not what I do know, 
How much soe'er I feel it. Livia ! Livia ! 
I'm a mother, though I do not wail 
To let you know it. 

Me-enter Lucius. 
Now, sir, where Lave you been ? 
Finely yon'vo mark'd niy ordera ! Teil me what 
YouVe Seen and heaid ? 

Lmc. The battle ia begun. 

Cor. I know it alieady, Can you teil whieh side 
Ia like to win ? 

Lttc. The Citizens, they say 
Give ground. 

Livia. Theydo? 

Cor. I could have told it you 
Without the aid of augury. How leam'd 
You thia ? 

LiK. Froin some did carry to bis house 
The young Valerius, wounded niortally; 
Him they do call the comeliest youth in Bome. 

Cor. Tliat'a right ; you speak not out of breath, as 
though 
The house were oa fire. Valerius, say you ? 

Lttc. Yes. 
I did not know him when I saw him, so 
His face was gaah'd, 

Lima. Oh ! 

Cor. Hear you, sir ! Now know 
Yourself a man ! You have been nearer to 
The fray than you like to teil. You're a fine boy ! 
What rush of feet ia that ? Go see. 

[Lircms ffoee out and retums. 

Ltte. The citizena 
Fly every way ; aod from the Windows and 
The houses' top, tlie woraen look and wring 
Their hands, and wail, and clamour. Listen ! you 
Will hear them. 
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Cor. I can hear them without ears. 

Caius Gracchus. \iWithouf.'] Shut to the gates ! 

[Lücirs ffoes out. 

Lici. [Starting up.'] 'Tis Caius ! 

Caiics Gracchus. [Without.^ Thankless hearta ! 
Not one presenta liimself to wd my sword, 
Or lend a charger to asaist my flight ; 
But, as I were a lacer in the gamea, 
They cry, ' Make haßte ! ' and shout as I pass by i 

Enter Caius Gracchus. 
May they remain the abject things thcy are, 
Beggiog their daily pittance from the hands 
Of tyrant lords tJiat spurn them ! May they crawl 
Ever in bondage and in miaery. 
And never know the blessed rights of freemen ! 
Here will I perisli ! 

Lid. [Ruthing to him.^ Caiua 1 

Caias. My Licinia I 
My mother too ! 

Lid. Why should yon perish ? Fly, 
And aave your life, my Caius ! fly ! A steed — 
A steed ! Tliere are a hundred ways to save 
Your lifo ; take one of them, my Caius. 

Cor. If 
There's any hope, my son 

Caites. My child, too! 

Etiler Titos. 

Tit. Caius! 
Caius, rem^n not here ! Fomponius and 
Liciniua, striviug to keep hack the consul, 
And give you time fop flight, have fallen beneath 
His hirelinga" blows, They have the scent of you : 
Another moment's pause, and you are lost. 

Cor. Make the attempt, my son ! 

Lici. Fly ! fly ! 

Re-mter Lucius. 

Luc. It is 

Too late ! 

Cor. Embrace me, Caius ! Oh, my son ! 
The güds do bare no sword 'gainst virtue ! 
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Caius. No ! 
No, motlier! My Licinia! givo me my child. 
[Ägide to Cornelia.^ Motlier, be you a parent to my 

wife, 
A tutor to my child. The lessons you 
Did make me con, teacli him — none eise ; he cannot 
Learn bettor ! 

Lid. Cains ! Caius ! do you know 
No meaus of flight ! 
Caius. 1 do. 

Lid. Iheartbem. Uae it, — 
Use it, doar husband ! Now — 

Caius.. 1 will. I'd kiss 
My boy firat. ^Misses the child.'} Mother ! 

[^Emhra/:es Cornelia. 
Lid. They are here ! 

Caius. Now thee ! \^Embraces Licinia. 

Lid. Away ! What's tliat you feel for, Caius, 
Under your robe? 

Caiii». Nothing, love, nothing ! Rome ! 
Oh, Rome j 

[^A dagger dropsß-mn beneatk Caius's rohe — he falls 
dead—lAcmii. throvis herseif an the lody — Cob- 
NELiA, leith dißcidti/^mpports kerself—the Consul 
and his troaps are heard approaehitiff — »he makes a 
ftvdent efffyri to recover her self-poisession, and 
analches Caiüs's Child from the Attendant. 
Enter Opimius and his party, tvitk Guards, Lietors, S^c. 
hastity. 
[CoRiHELiA holdi up the child in one hand, andwithtke 
othsr pdntslo the body of Caivs — Opimius and the 
rest «tandßaed in amazemeat — Flourish, and the 
curtain falls. 
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WILLIAM MÄCREÄDY, ESQ. 

My Dei« S[k, 

What can I do les3 tham declical« this 
Tragedy W you t This ia a question, which you cannot answec ; 
but I can— I cannot do [ess ; and if I conld do more, 1 ought, 
and would. 

I was a perfect strunger to you ; you read my play, and at 
onee commilled jourself respeoting ita merits. This, perhaps, is 
not Baying much for your head — but it says a great deal for your 
heart ; and that 13 thc consideralion, which, above all othcrs, 
makes me feel happy, and proud, in subscribing niyself, 

Your grateful Friend and Servant, 

JAMES SHERIDAN KNOWLES. 
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PRO LOG UE, 

BY J. H. REYNOLDS, E8Q. 
Spähen by Miss Booth. 

\_SpeaMng behind-l Nay, Mr. Faweett, ^ve me leave, I pray : 
Tho audience wait, and I must have my way. \_Enters. 
What ! curb a woman's tongue ! — as I'ni alive, 
The wreteh wQuld mar oui 
Ladies ! by very dint of pertiuacity, 
Have I preservedthe glory of loquacity. 

Oh ! could you gaae, as I am gazing now. 
And Bce eaeh man behind with gather'd brow, 
And clenched hand (tliough nought my spirit dampe) 
Beckoning, with threats, my preaence from the lamps ; 
Each, aa I broke my way, declared how well 
His ai-t could woo you — to be peaceable ! 
One is well robed — a second greatly shines, 
In the nice balance — of cast-iron lines ; 
A thtrd can sing — a fourth can touch your teaia — 
A fifth — " l'il See no more ! " — a fiftb appeats, 
Who hath heen onoe in Italy, and seen Rome ; 
In Short— theie's quite a hubbub in the Green- Room. 
But I — a very woman — eareless, light — 
Fleet idly to your presence, this fair night ; 
And, craving your aweet pardon, fain would say 
A kind word for the poet and his play. 

To-night, no idle nondescript laya waste 
The feity and yet placid bower of taste : 
No Story, piled with dark and cumbrous fate. 
And words, that steter under tbeir own weight ; 
But one of silent grandenr — simply said, 
As thongh it were awaken'd from the dead ! 
It is a tale — made beaiitiful by years ; — 
Of pure, old Roman sorrow — old in tears ! 
And those you shed o'er it in childhood may 
StiB fall — afid fall — ibrsweet Virginia 1 

Nor dolli a crowned poet of the age 
Call the sweet spirita from the historic pflge ! 
No old familiär drumafist hath spun 
This tragie, antique web, to-night— but one,. 
An unknown author, in a sister land, 
Waits, in young fear, the fiat of your hand. 
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VIRGINIUS. 



ACT I. 

SCENE l.—A Street w 



Enter Sehvius and Cneios. 

Ser. Garbo denied a hearing 1 

Cne. Ay, and Marcellus cast into prison, because he 
sued a friend of one of the decemvirs for a sum of 
money he had lent him. 

Ser. And Appiiis resisted not ? AppiuSj that in the 
first decemvirate was a god to tlie people ! 

Cne. Resiated not ! Nay, was most loud in favour 
of tho decreo ; but hither comes Virginius, who inter- 
ested Iiimself so muoh in Carbo's affair. He looks a 
little heated. la not that Titus he is speaking to ? 
Stand aside, master, and listen. 

Enter Virginids and Titus. 

Virffiniua. Why diJ" you make him decemvir, and 
first decemvir too ? 

Tit. We had tried him, and found him honest. 

Virffiniua. And could yon not have remaincd con- 
tent ? Why try him againto find him diahoneat? Knew 
ye not lie was a patrician, and of the Claudian family ? 

Tit. He laid down the consulate 

Firginius. IIa ! ha ! ha ! to be elected into the 
decemvirate, and ho was so ; and he laid down his 
ofiice of decemvir to be re-elected into the decemvirate, 
and he is so ; ay, and by Jupiter ! and to the excln- 



db,Google 



sion of his late colleagues ! Did not Titas Genutius 
lay down tJie consulate ? 

Tit. He did. 

Virginius. Was he not next to Appius in tlie 
decemvirate ? 

TU. He was. 

Virginius. Did you not find Iiim honest ? 

Tit. We did find him honest. 

Virginius. As honest as Appius Claudius ? 

Tit. Quito as honest. 

Virginius. Quite as honest ! And why not re-elect 
him decemvir? Most sapient people! You re-elect 
Appius into the decemvirate for his honeaty, and you 
tlinist Titns out of tho decemvirate — I suppose for his 
honesty also ! Why, Appius was sick of the deoem- 

Ser, I never heard him say so, 

Virginius. But he did say so — say so in my hearing ; 
ia preseace of the Senators Valerius and Caiua Claudius, 
and I don't know how many others. 'Twas known to 
the wliole hody of the Senate — not that he was sick, 
hut that he said so. Yes, yes ; he and his colleagues, 
he Said, had done the work of the repnhüc for a whole 
year, and it was now hut just to grant them a little 
repose, and appoint others to siicceed them. 

Tit. "Well, well, we can only say he changed his 
mind, 

Virginiiis. No, no, wo necdn't say that neitlier ; as 
he had laboured in the decemvirate, perhaps he thought 
Iie might aa well repose in the decemvirate. 

Tit. I knovjT not what he thought. He is decemvir, 
and we made him so, and cannot help ourselves. Fare 
you well, Virginius. Come, let's to the Forum. 

(^Tirus, Servius, and Cneius go out. 

Virginius. You cannot help yourselves I Indeed yoti 
cannot : 
You help'd to put your masters on yonr h.ioks : 
They like their scat, and make you show your paces. 
They ride you — sweat you — curb you — lash you — and 
You cinnot throw them off with all your mettle ! 
But here comes one, whose share in giving you 
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Tu such unsparing riders, touelies me 
ilore aearly, for that I've an interest 
In proving liim a man of fair and most 
Erect intcgrity. Good day, Icilius. 

Enter Ioilius. 

IcU. Worthy Virginius! 'tis an evil day 
Für Rome, that gives her more convincing proof, 
The thing she took for hope is but a base 
And wretched counterfeit ! Our new decemvirs 
Are anything but friends to justice and 
Their country, 

Virginius, You, Icilius, had a band 
In their election- You applied to me 
To aid you with my vote in the oomitia ; 
I told you then, and teil you now agaio, 
I am not plcased when a patrician bends 
Hie head to a plebeian's girdle. Mark me ! 
I'd rather he should stand aloof, and wear 
Ilis Shoulder high — especially the nephew 
Of Caius Claudius. 

Idl. I would have pledged my Üfe 

Virginiui. 'Twas a high gage, and men have st 
a higlier 
On grounds as poor as yours — their honour, boy ! 
IciUus, I havo heard it all — your plans— 
Tlie understanding 'twizt the heads of the people 
(Of whom, Icilius, you are reckon'd one, and 
Worthily) and Appiua Claudius — all — 
'Twas every jot discioaed to me. 

leil. By whom ? 

Virginius. Siccius Dentatus. 

Icil. He diselosed it to you ? 
Siccius Dentatus is a crabbed man. 

Virginius. Siccius Dentatus is an honest man : 
There's not a worthier in Eome. How now ? 
Has he deceived me ? Do you call him liar ? 
My friend I my comrade ! honest Siccius, 
That has fougbt in sis-score battles ? 

Icil. Good Virginius, 
Siccius Dtntatus is my friend — the friend 
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Of every hoiieat man in Rome^a brave man — 
A most brave man. Except yourself, Virginius, 
I do not know a man I prize above 
Siccius Dentatus — yet he's a crabbed man. 
Virginius. Yes, yes ; he ie a crabbed man, 

Wlio loves too much to wear a jealoua eye. 

Virginius. No, not a whit, where tliere is double deal- 
You are the best judge of your own concerna ; Qing. 
Yet, if it please you to communioate 
With rae upon this subjoct, come and see me. 
I told you, boy, I favoared not this stealing 
And winding into place, What he deserves, 
An honest man darea challenge 'gainst the world. 
Bui come and see me. Appius Claudius chosen 
Decemvir, and Iiia former coUeagnes, that 
Were qnite aa honest as himself, not choaen — 
No, not so much as named by him, who nained 
Hifflgclf, and bis new associates ! Well, 'tia ttue, 
Dog fights with dog, but honesty ia not 
A cur, dotli bait bis fellow — and e'ea dogs, 
By habit of companionahip, abide 
In terms of faitb and cordiality — 
But come and aee me. 

Icil. Appiuacomes! 
The people still throng after liim with shouts, 
Unwilling to bclieve their Jupiter 
Has mark'd them for bis thunder. Will you stay. 
And see tho homage that they render him ? 

Virginius. Not I ! Stayyo«; and, asyou madehim, 
hau him ; 
And shout, and wave your band, and ery. Long live 
Our firat and last decemvir, Appius Claudius ! 
For he ig first and last, and every one ! 
Rome owes you muoli, Icilius — Fare you well— 
I shall be glad to see you at my houae. 

^ViRoiNiua goM out. 

Enter Appius Ci^usius, Siocrus Dentatvs, Lucius, 
TtTUs, Servius, Makcus, and Citizens., shouting. 
Tit. Long live our first decemvir ! 
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Lnng live Appius Claudius ! 

Most noble Appius ! Appius and the detemvirate for 
ever ! {Citizens skout). 

App. My coimtrytnen and feilow-citizens, 
We will deserve your favoiir. 

Tit. You have deseived it, 
And will deserve it. 

App. For that end we named 
Ourself deceniTit. 

Tu. You could Dot havo named a better man. 

Den. For bis own purpose {Asvle). 

App. Be aaaured, we hold 
Our power but for your good, Your gift it was : 
And gifts make sureat debtora. Fare yo« well — 
And, for your salutations, pardon me 
If I repay you only with an eclui — 
Long live the worthy Citizens of Rome ! 

[ Appirs andfriendg go out. 

Den. That was a very pretty echo '. — a most soft 
echü. I never thought your voices were half so swoet ! 
A most melodious echo ! I'd have you ever aftermake 
your music beforo the patricians' palaces; tliey givo 
most exquisite responaea ! — especially that of Appius 
Claudius ! A n t d 1 t 1 

Tit. What m D t t 

Ser. He's e arp — n th ng pl as hm 

Den. O! y — ■<, \\ m — pl gl til) 

I assure you, — Y bl Igltrstk m 

especial care ofj testbtfwj t 

moat wisely to — h wh has tl t t g t > 
into the hum ur d thlh mtm 1 

voices — most m 1 — f m yj d byth ech 

Tit. Why, wl t q rr 1 h y th h 

Could we hav h b tt — I y ti ar t 

honest decemvu* h hu 

Den. I pray j tl n m 

Tit. There's Appius Claudius, first decenivii'. 

Den. Ay, call him the head ; you are right. Appius 
Claudius, the head. Go on ! 

Tit. And Quintua Fabiua Vibulauus. 

Den. Tlie body, that eats and drinks while the head 
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tliinks. Call him Appius' stomach. Fill hin», and 
keep him from cold and Indigestion, and hell never give 
Appius tho head-ache ! WeÜ ?— There'a excellent com- 
fort in having a good stomach ! — Well? 

Tit. There'a Cornelius, Marcus Servüius, Minueius, 
and Titus Antonius. 

Den. Arms, !egs, and thighs ! 

Tit. And Marcus Rabuleiua. 

Den. He'll do for a hand, and, as he's a Senator, 
we'll call him the riglit-Iiand. "We couldn't do less, 
you know, for a Senator ! Well ? 

Lue. At least, you'U say we did well in electing 
Quintius Petilius, Caius Duellius, and Spnrius Oppiua, 
men of ourorder! soundmenl known stioklersforthe 
people — at Icast you'll aay we did well in that ! 

Den. And who dares say otherwise ? " Well ! " 
one might as well say " ill " as " well." " Well " is 
the very skirt of commendation ; next neiglibour to 
that mire and gutter, "ill." "Well" indeed ! you 
acted like yourselvcs. Nay, e'en youraelves could not 
havc acted better, Why, had you not elected them, 
Appius would have gone without his left band and each 
of his two feet ! 

Ser. Out ! you are dishonest. 

Den. Ha! 

Ser. What would content you ? 

Dm. A post in a hot battle. Out, you cur '. Do you 
talk to me ? 

Citizen (from behind). 
Down witb him, he does nothing but insultthe people. 
[ The eroicd approaeh Dentätus, tkreateningly, 

Icil. Stand back! Who ia't that says down with Sic- 
ciuB Dentatus ? Down with him ! 'Tis what tho enemy 
could never do ; and ahaJl we do it for them ? Who 
uttered that dishonest word ? Who uttered it, I aay ? 
Let him answer a fitter, tliough less wortliy mate, 
Lucius Icilius. 

Cit. Stand back, and bcar Icilius, 

Icil. What ! havon't I voted for the decemvirs, and 
do I snarl at his jests ? Has he not arightto jest ? the 
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good, lionest Siccius Dentatus, that, alonc, at tlie Iiead of 
the veterans, vanquished the ^qui for you. Ilaa lie not 
a right to jcat ! For ahame ! get to your houaes ! The 
worthy Dentatus ! Chcer for him, if you are Eomans I 
Cheer for bim before you go ! Cheer for him, I say ! 
[ Citizens t/o out, skouting. 

Dm. Änd now, what thaoks do you espect from me, 
Icilius ? 

läl. None. ' 

Den. By Jupiter, young man, had you tlms stepped 
before me in tlie heat of battle, I would have cluven you 
down — but I'm obliged to you, Icilius— and hark you ! 
There's a piece of fumiture in tho houee of a friend of 
niine, that'a called Virginius, I tliink you've set your 
heart upon ; dainty euough ; yet not amiss for a young 
man to covet. Ne'er loao your hopcs ! He may be 
brought into tlie mind to part with it. As to these 
eure, I question which I value less, tlieir fawnings or 
tlieir snavlings. I thank you, boy. Do you walk thia 
way ? I am glad of it. Come ! 'Tis a noble decem- 
virate you have clioseu for us ! Come ! 

\They go out. 



SCENE \l.— Virginius' s House. 
ErUer Viboinics and Sebvia. 

Virginius. And is thia all you have obserred ? 
think 
There's nothing atiange in that. An L and an I 
Twined with a V. Three very innocent letters 
To have bred such miachief in thy brain, good Servia, 
Come, read thia riddle to me. 

Servia. You may laugh, 
Tirgioius ; but I'U read the riddle right. 
The L doth stand for Lucius ; and the I, 
Icilius ; vfhich, I take it, will compose 
Lucius Icilius. 

Virginius. So it will, good Servia. 

Semia. Then, for tlie V ; why, that is piain Yir- 
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I^iri/inius. And now, what conjuration lind yoii 

Servia. What sliould I find, but love ? Tlie maid's 

And it is with Icilius. Look, the wreath 
la made of roscs, tliat eutwines thc letters. 

Virginius. Andthis is all? 

Ser. And is it not enough ? 
You'U find thiB figuring whereVr you look : 
Tliere's not a picoc of dainty work sho does — 
Embroidery, or painting— not a task 
She finishes, but on the skirt, or border, 
In needle-work, or penoil, tliis, her secret, 
The silly wench betrays, 

Virffinius. Go, send her to me — 
Stay ! Have you spokeii to her of it ? 

S^. I ! Not I, indeed ; I left that task to you — 
Though once I asked her what tbe letters meant. 
She Inugh'd, and drew a Scratch aeross them ; but 
Had scarce donc so, ete her fair visagc fdl, 
For grief that she had spoiled the ciphers — and 
A sigh came out, and tlien almost a tear ; 
And slie did look na pitcous on the barm 
That she had done, as she had done it to 
A thing had sense to feel it. Never after 
She let me note her at her work again. 
She had good reason ! 

Virginius. Send her tome, Servia. [Servia ^oe« oui. 
There'a Bomething here, that looks as it would bring mc 
Anticipation of my wish. I think 
Icilius loves niy daughter — nay, I know it ; 
And such a man I'd challenge forherhnsband; — 
And only waited, tili her forward spring 
Put on, a little niore, the genial likeness 
Of colouring into summer, ere I sought 
To nurse a flower, which, blossoming too eaily, 
Too early often dies ; but if it aprings 
Spontaneous, and, unlooked for, woos our band 
To tend and cheriah it, the growih is healthful ; 
And 'twere untimely, as nnkind, to check it. 
I"ll ascertain it shortly — soft, she comes. 
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Elller ViÄQiNiA. 
, "Well, Father, what's your will? 

Virginius. I wisU'd to see you, 
To ask you of your tasks — how tiiey go on — 
And what your mastera say of you — what last 
You did. I liopo you never piay 
The truant ? 

Virginia. The truant ! No, indeed, Virgiaius. 

Virginius. I am suce you do not — kiss me ! 

Virginia, my father ! 
I am 80 happy, when you're kind to me i 

Virginiu». You arc so happy when i'm kind to you \ 
Am I not always kind ? I uever spoke 
An angry word to you in all my life, 
Virginia! You are happy when I'm kind! 
That'a Strange ; and makes me think you have some 

reason 
To fear I may he othcrwiso tiian kind — 
Is't so, my girl ? 

Virginia. Indeed, I did not know 
What I was sajring to you ! 

Virginiua. Why, that's woi-bo 
And worse ! What ! when you s^d your father's kind- 

Made you so happy, am I to helieTO 
You were not thinking of him ? 

Virginia. I (Greatly confuged.) 

Virginius. Go fetch me 
The latest task you did. [Virginia goes out. 

Itisenough. 
Her artless Speech, like crystal, shows t!ie thing 
'Twould hide,but onlyeovers. 'Tis cnough ! 
She loves, and fears her father may condemn. 

Virginia, (re-mferitig icifh a painting.') Here, Sir. 

Virginiua. What's this ? 

Virginia. Tis Homer's history 
Of great Achilles parting from Briseis. 

Virginins. You have done it weil. Tlie colüuring 
is good, 
The figures weil design'd. "Tis very weil ! — 
Wliose face is this you've giyen to Achilles ? 
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96 TIRGINIUS. 

Virginia. Whose face ? 

Virginiua. I've seen this face ! Tut I tut ! 1 know it 
Ab well as I do my own, yet can't bothink me 
Whoae feeo it is ! 

Virginia. You meaii Acliilles' face ? 

Virginim. Did I not say so ! 'Tis the very face 
Of — No ! no ! Not of him. Thcre's too much youth 
And comeliiiess, and too much fire, to suit 
The face of Sieciua Dentatus. 

Virginia. O ! 
You aurely nerer took it for hia face ! 

Virginim. Why, no; for now I look again, I'd 
swear 
You lost the copy cre you drew the head ; 
And, to requite Achilles for the want 
Of his own face, oontrivcd to horrow one 
From Lucius leiliua (EnierDENTATos). My Dentatus, 
I am glad to see you ! 

Den. 'Tis not for my newa, then. 

Virginias. Your news ! What newa ? 

Den. More violence and wrong from these new mas- 
ters of ours, our noble decemvirs — these demi-gods of 
the good people of Rome ! No man's property is safe 
from them. Nay, it appears we hold our wiTes and 
daughters but by the tenure of their will. Tbeir liking 
ia the law. The Senators tliemselves, seared at their 
audacious mle, withdraw themselves to their vilks, and 
leave us to our fate, There are rumours, also, of new 
incmräons by the Sabines. 

Virginim. Rome never saw auch days. 

Den. And she'll see worae, unleaa I fail in my reek- 
oning. Is that Virginia ? I saw her not before. How 
does the fair Virginia ? Why, she is quite a woman. 
I was just now wishing for a daughter. 

Virginiiis. A plague you mean. 

Zfe«. I am Sure you should not say so. 

Virginia. Indeed he should not ; and he does not 

Dentatus— not that I am not a plague, 
But that he does not think me ono, for all 
I do to weavy him. I am sure, Dentatus, 
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If to be thought to do weil k to do well, 
There's nothing I do il! ; But it is far 
From tbat ! for few tliinga do I as I ought — 
Yet everythiiig is well done with my father, 
Dentatus. 

Virginiut. That's well done, is it not, my friend ? 

{Äiide.) 
But if you had a daugliter, wliat wouM you do with 

Den. I'd givehertolcilius. I should have been Just 
now torn to pieces, but for hia good offiees. Tbe gentle 
Citizens, tliat are driven alxiut by tbe decemTiis' lictors, 
like a herd of tarne ox«n, and, with most beast-like do- 
cility, only low applauses to them in retuni, woiild 
have done me tlie kindness to knock my braine oiit ; but 
the noble leilius bearded tliem singly, and railed them 
into temper. Had I a daiighter wortby of such a buB- 
band, he should bave sueh a wife, and a patrician'e 
dower along with her. 

Virffiniiu. I wish to speak with you, Dcntatus. 
Iciliiis is a young man, wliom I lionour, but so far only 
as bis conduct gives me Warrant. He has had, as thou 
knoweat, a principal band in helping us to our decem- 
virs. It may he tliat lie is what I would gladly tbink 
liini ; but I must see him clearly, clearly, Dentatua. 
If he has acted with the remotest «nderatanding, 
touching the views of these new tyrants, that we are 
cursed withal, I disciaim bim as my üietid ! I cast bim 
off for ever! [Virginius and Dentatus go out. 

Virginia. How is it with my heatt ? I feel aa one 
That has lost everytliing, and just before 
Had nothing left to wish for ! He will cast 
Iciliua off !— I never to!d it yet; 
But take of me, thou gentle air, the secret — 
Andevcr after breatbe more balmy sweet — 
I love Iciliua ! Yes, although to thee 
I fear to teil it, that baet neither eye 
To Scan my looks, nor voice to echo me, 
Nor e'en an o'er-apt ear to catch my words ; 
Yet, sweet invisible confidant, my secret 
Once being tiiine — I teU thee, and I teil thei; 
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Again — and yet again. I love Icilius ! 

He'll cast Icilius off! — not if IcOius 

Approve his honour. That he'll ever do ; 

He speaks, and looka, and moves a tliing of honour. 

Or honour never yet spoke, look'd, or moved, 

Or was a thing of earth. O come, Iciliua I 

Do but appear, and thou art vindicated. 

Iciuvs, entermg, 
Virginia '. sweet Virginia ! suie I heard 
My name pronounced. Was it by thee, Virginia '. 
Thou doat not answer ! Then it waa by fhee— 
! wouldst thou teil me whj thou namedst Icilius ' 

Virginia. My father is incenaed witli thee. Dentiitus 
Ilas told him of the new decemvirate, 
How they abuse their of&ce. You, he knows, 
Have favour'd thoir clection, and he feajs 
May have aome understanding of their plans, 

leil. He wrongs me then ! 

Virginia. I thank the gods ! 

läl. For me ! 
Virginia? Do you thank the gods for me 1 
Your eye is moist — yet that may be for pity. 
Yoiir band dotb tremble — tliat may be for fear ; 
Your cheek is cover'd o'er witb blushes ! What, 
O what oan that be for ? 

Virginia. Itilius, leave me ! 

leU. Leave thee, Virginia ! 0, a Word — a word 
Trennbles upon my tongue, ■which, if it match 
The thought that moves thee, now, and thou wilt 

letme 
Pronounce that Word, to speak that thought for thee, 
I'Uhreathe, tbough I cspire in the ecstacy 
Of «ttering it. 

Virginia. Icilius, will you leave me ? 

Icil. Love! Love! Viiginia! Love ! Iflhavespoke 
Thy thought aright, ne'er be it aaid again, 
The heart requires more Service than the tongue 
Can, at its best, perform, My tongue hath served 
Two hearts — but lest it ahould o'erhoaat itself, 
Two hcarta with but one thought. Virginia ! 
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Virginia, spcak, 

[Virffinia covera her face jciiÄ /ter hand«. 
O, I have loved tliee long ; 
So much the more ecstatie niy delight, 
To find thee mine at lengtli. 

Virginia. My secret's yuurs. 
Keep it, and honour it, Icilius. 

Enter Virginius and Dentatus ieÄiürf. 

Virginiu«. Iciliua here ! 

Virginia. I ask thee now to leavo me ! 
Icilim. Leave thee ! who leaves a treasure !ie has 
noveted 
So long, and found so newiy, ere he scana it 
Ägain, and o'er again ; and aska and answers, 
Repeats and answers, answers and repeats, 
The iialf-mistrustful, half-assured question — 
Änd is it mine indeed? 

Virginia. Indeed ! indeed ! 
Now leave me. 

Icilius. I must see thy fathcr firat, 
And lay my soul before him. 

Virginia. Not to-nigbt. 

IUI. Now worse tlian ever, dear Virginia ; 
Can I endure hjs donbts; I'll lay my soul 
Naked before him — win his friendship quite, 
Or lose myself for ever! \^Gtmig, i» met iy Virginius. 

Virginiu». Stop, Iciling ! 
Thou seest that hand ? It is a Koman's, boy ; 
'Tis sworn to liberty — It is the friend 
Of honour. — Dost thou think so ? 

Icil. Do I think 
Virginius owna that hand ? 

Virginius. Then you'U believe 
It haa an oath deadly to tyranny, 
And is the foe of falsehood ! By the gods, 
Knew it the Im-king place of treaaon, though 
It were a brothcr's heart, 'twould drag the caitiff 
Forth. Darest thou take that hand ? 

Icil. I dare, Virginius. 

Virginius. Then take it ! Is it weak in thy embrace ? 
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Ketiirns it not tliy gripe ? Thou wilt not hold 

3''aater by it tlian it will hold hj tliee ! 

I overheard thee say, thou waat resolved 

To win my friendship quite— Thou canat not win 

Wliat thou hast won already! You will atay 

And sup with us to-night ? 

Dent. To be aure lie will ! 

Virginius. And, hark you, Sir, 
At your convenieot time, appoint a day 
Your frienda and kinsmen may confer with me — 
There is a bargen I would atrike with you. 
Come, to the supper-room. Do you wait for me, 
To lead Virginia in, or will you do it ? 
Come on, I say; come on. Your band, Dcntatus. 

\__They go out. 



ACT II. 
SCENE \.—A Street. 



Entar Publius and Sextub. 
Pub. Thia way! Wo muster at the Flaminian gate. 
Sexl. Shall we not wait for Decius ? 
Pub. No ; were he ten timea Deciua. — Tiiey'U liave 
already begun their march. Come on ! 
Enter Nümitobiüs. 
Num. Do you belong to the fouiih legion ? 
Puh. We do. 

Num. They are upon their march, then ? 
Pub. I told you so — Come on ! come on ! 

{^Soldiers go out. 
Euter Lucius. 
IjUC. Numitorius, what soldiers were thoae that just 
now partcd from you ? 

Num. Soldiers hastening to overtake the army, 
tliat's now upon its maroh. 
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Luc. "Da all eonfirmecl, then ; tlie Sabines are in 
force upon our bordera. 

Num. I pray you toll nie something new ! Know 
you not the Senate has met, and the decemvirs have 
comc off triiimpliant in apite of all Opposition ? 

Luc. Should they have beon opposed in such a strait 
as this ? 

Num. Ay, should they. They dared not have 
anned a Single Citizen witliout the order of the Senate ; 
which, had they not obtained, the country would have 
been left naked to the foe, and then they had been 
forced to make room for moro populär magistratea. 

Lac. Why were they not opposed, then ? 

Num,. Did not I teil you they^were opposed? Cains 
Claudius, Appius's ovra unclo, and Honorius, that noble 
Senator, opposed them ; and it was like to go against 
thera, but for the bcawling insolence of Spurius Oppius, 
and the eSrontery of the head decemvir, baeked by the 
young patriciana. 

Luc. So they are empowered to take up arms ? 

Num. To be aure they are ; and they have done so. 
One body has already marched, and by thia timc, no 
doubt, has come to blovta vrith .the enemy. The levy 
ia still proceeding. All the decemvirs, but Appius, 
take the field. He remains in Eome to kecp good 
Order, that ia the violator of all order. Why, where 
have you been, Lucius, to have feit no movement of so 
great and vridu a stir ? Your brothcr mects Virginiua 
at bis honse to-day. Come witli me thither, for you I 
know are bid. Luciua, there's no huzzaing for your 
decemvirs novv. Come on, we have outstaid the hour. 
[ Thei/ go out. 



SCENE II.— VirgmiusB House. 
Enter VmoiKius, Icilitjs, Numitorius, Lucius, and olhers. 
FirginitD. Welcome, Icilius ! Welcome, friends ! — 
I did design to speak with you of feasting [Icilius, 
And merrimeDt, but vrar is now the word ; 
One that unlovingly keeps time with mirth. 
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TJnless war's own— whene'er the battle'a won. 
And safe caroiising, cymrades drink to victory! 

Icil. Virgimua ! have you changed your mind ? 

Virginius. My mind ? 
What mind ! How now ! Are yoa tliat boy, Iciiius. 
You Bot your lieart ao earnestly upon 
A diah of poor confections, that to halt you 
Makos you look blank '. I did deaiga to feaat you 
Together with your friends. The times are ehanged — 
The morch, the tent, the fight becomes us now! 

läl. Virginius ! 

Virginim. Well! 

läl. Virginias ! 

Virginius. How the boy 
Reiterates my name. 

Idl. There's not a hope 
I have but is the dient of Vii^niua. 

Virginius. Well, well ! I only meant to put it off ! 
We'Il have the revel yet ! the board shall smoke ! 
The cup shall sparkle, and the jest shall soar 
And mock ua from the roof ! Will that content you ? 
Not tili the war be done though — Yet, erc then, 
Some tongue, that now needs only wag to make 
The table ring, may have a tale to teil 
So petrifying, that it cannot utter it ! 
I II make all snre, that yon may bo my guest 
At any rate — although you should be forced 
To play the host for me and feast yoiirself. 
Look here {shmeg aparchment to IciLirs), 
How think you ? Will it meet the charge ? 
Will it not do ? We want a witness though ! 
ni hring one ; whom if you approve, I'll aign 
The bond. I'll wait upon you instantly. [Goes out. 

Luc. How feel you now, Iciliua ? 

Icil. Like a man 
Whom the next momeut makcs, or quitc unmakes. 
With the intensity of exquisite 
Suapenae, my breathing thickena, and my heart 
Beats heavily, and with remittant throb, 
As like to lose ita action — See ! my hope 
Ja bless'd t I live ! I live ! 



db,Google 



Enier Virginius, conducting Vihuikia, vMh Nvjiitoriub. 

Vir<p,nhM. You are my witneases, 
That tliia young oreatute I present to you, 
I do pronoiince — my profitably cherish'd, 
And most deservedly bcloved child ; 
My daughter, tnily filial — botli in word 
And aot — y t even more in act than word : 
Anl — f tl man who aeeks to win her love — 
4 n f m whose lips a soul as pure 

Exl al s, er responded to the blessing 
B atl d n a parent'a kisa (kkatng her). Iciliua ! 

p US ruahes toicards Vikginius and kneds.'^ 

Yoii are upon your kneea, young man, look up ; 
And lift your hands to heaven — You will be all 
Her fatlier has been — added unto all 
A lover would be ! 

Icil. AU tliat man slioiild be 
To woman, I will be to her ! 

Virginiua. The oatli 
Is register'd ! Didst tliou but know, yming mar, 
How fondly I have watcli'd her, aince the day 
Her mother died, and left me to a charge 
Of double duty bound — how she hath bcen 
My ponder'd thought by day, my dream by night, 
My prayer, my vow, my offering, my praise, 
My swcet companion, pupil, tutor, child ! — 
Tliou wouldat not wonder, that my drowning eye. 
And choking utterance, upbraid my tongue 
That teils thee, she is thiiie ! — Icilius, 
I do betroth her to thee ; let but the war 
Be done — you sliall eapouse her. Friends, a word ! 

^ViRGiNirs mid tke rest retire. 

Icil. Vii^inia! my Virginia! I am all 
Disaolved — o'erpower'd with tke munificence 
Of this auspicioua hour~And thou, nor movest — 
Nor look'st — nor speak'st — to blcss mo with a sign 
Of aweet according joy!— -I love thee, but 
To make thee happy ! If to make thee so 
Be blias denied to me — lo, I releaae 
The gifted hand — that I would faster hold, 
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Than wretches, bound für death, would cling to life. 
If thou wouldat take it back — then take it back. 

Virginia. I take it back^to give it thee again ! 

leil. help me to a word will apeak my bliss, 
Or I am beggar'd — No ! tlieie is not one ! 
There cannot be ; for nevev man had bliss 
like mine to name. 

Virginia. Thou dost biit heggar me, 
Icilius, when thou maltest thyaelf a bankrupt ; 
Ptacing a value on me far aboTe 
My real littfe worth. — I'd help thee to 
A hundred worda ; each one of which would far 
O'er-rate thy galn^ and yct no single one 
Rate over high ! 

läl. Tbou couldst not do it ! No ; 
Thou couldst not do it ! Every tenn of worth 
Writ down and doubled, then the whole summ'd up, 
Would leave with thee a rieh remainder still ! — 
Pick from each rarer pattern of thy sex 
Her rarest charm, tili thou hast every charm 
Of souI and body, that can blend in woraan, 
I would out-jiBragon tjie paragon 
With thee ! 

Virginia. And if thoii wouldst, I'd find thee, for 
Thy paragon, a mate — if that can be 
A laate which doth transcend the thing ''tia ta'en 
To match — would make thy paragon loük poor, 
And I would fall that so o'ermatching mate 
Icilius. 

leil. No ! I will not let thee win 
On such a thcme aa this ! 

Virginia. Nor will I drop 
Tlie controversy, that the richer makea me 
The more l lose. 

Jcil. My sweet Virginia, 
We do but lose and lose, and win and win ; 
Playing for nothing but to lose and win. 
Then let us stop the game — and thiia I stop it. 

{Kieses her 
Rezenter Virginius, and the others. 

Virginius. Witneas, my frienda, that seal ! Observe, it 
A living one ! It is Icilius' seal ; 
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And stamp'd «pon aa true and fair a, bond— 
Tbough it receivc thc imprcss bluahingly — 
As ever signet kiss'd '. Are aU content ? 
Speak eise ! Slie is thy free affianced wife, 
Thou art her free affianced liusband ! Come, 
We bave o'erdrawn oiir time — Farewell, Virginia ; 
Thy future husband for a time must be 
Beilona's. To thy tasks again, my chÜd ; 
Be thou the bride of study for a time. 
Farewell ! 

Virginia, My father ! 

Virginiw». May thc goda protect thee! 

Virginia. My father ! 

Virginius. Does the blood forsake thy chcek ? 
Come to my orms nnce moro ! Remember, girl, 
The first and foremost debt a Roman owes 
Is to hia country ; and it must be paid, 
If need be, with hia Ufe — Why, how you hold me ! 
Iciliuä, take her from nie ! Hoa ! Witbin ! 
Within there ! Servia! [^EiMet- Seryia.] Looktoyour 

cbild ! 
Come, boy. 

läl. Farewell, Virginia. 

Virginirm. Take her in I 

Virginia. The goda bo with thee, my Icilius ! 
Father, 
The goda be with thee — and Icilius. 

Virginius. I swear a battle might be fought and won 
In half the time ! Now, once for all, farewell ! 
Your sword and buckler, boy ! The foe ! The foc ! 
Doea he not tread on Roman ground ! Come on ! 
Come on, charge on him ! drive him back ! or die ! 

[_T/ieff go out. 



SCENE lU.—Appiuss Uouse. 
Enter Appius. 
It was a triumph, the achieving wliich 
O'erpaid the riak was nin — and that was great. 
They have made trial of tbeir atrength, and learn'd 
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Itg valiie from defeat, The Senate knows 

Its maaters now ; and the decemvirate, 

To make its veign eternal, only wants 

Its own decree, wliich little paina wil! win. 

Ere this, the foe has, fot his mad invasion, 

Becn paid with chastisement, Retired within 

His proper limits, leisure waits upon us 

To help US to tiie recompense, decreed 

To our noble daring, who have set ouraelvea 

In such high Seats, as at our feet array 

The wealth, and power, and dignity of Eome 

In absolute snbjection ! Tyranny ! 

How godüke is thy port ! Thou givest, and takest, 

And ask'st no other leave, than wLat thy own 

Imperial will accords. Jove does no more ! 

Now Claudius— 

Etiler Claudius. 

Claud. "We have snffer'd a defeat ! 

App. What ! Tlie decemvirs fly ! 

Claud. The aoldiera fight 
With only half a heart. The other half 
Looks on, and cares not which slde proves the winner. 

App. Then decimate them. Traitors 1 Roereants ! 
Why, WC shatl liave them at our very doors ! 
Have we lost ground, iny Claudius ? 

Claud. Nono, escept 
What wo\e retraced in fame. We strove to teacli 
The enemy their road lay backwards, but 
They would not turn their faces for us. Each 
Retains his fonner line. 

Enier Marcus. 

App. What news ? 

Marc. Tho (Equi 
Still press upon us, Rumours are afloat 
Of new disasters, which the common cry, 
Be STire, still multiplies and swells. Dentatus, 
That over-busy, crabbed Teteran, 
Walks np and down among the people, making 
Your plans his tbeme of laughter. Nought he Stints 
That niay reflect yon in an odious light, 
And lower the decemvirate. 
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App. A dungeon 
Would do good Service to him ! Once wiihin, 
Strangling were casy ! We must stop his mouth — 
Unwholesome food — or liqnor — Where was he 
When last you heard bim ? 

Marc. In the Forum. 

App. So ! 
He is past Service, is he not ? Some way 
To clear the city of him. Come, well liear him, 
And answer him, and silence him ! 'Tis well 
The dog harks forth his spieen ; it puts us on 
Onr guard against his bite. Come to the Forum ! 



SCENE IV.— The Forum. 

Enter Dentatus, with Tiius, Sebvhjs, and Citizens. 

TU. 'Whafatobe done? 

Den.. We'U be undono — that's to be done. 

Ser. TVe'!! do away with the decemTirate. 

Den. You'U do away with the decemvirate? — The 
decemvirate will do away with you ! You'U do 
away with yourscives ! Do nothing — The enemy will 
do away with both of you. In another month a 
Roman will be a stranger in Rome. A fine pasa we 
are come to, masters ! 

Tit. But something must be done. 

Den. ^Vliy, wliat would you have ? You shout and 
clap your hands, as if it were a victory you heard of ; 
and yet you cry— Something must be done ! Truly, 
I know not what that something is, unless it be to 
make you General. How say you, masters ? 

Ser. We'd follow any man that knew how to lead ns, 
and would rid us of our foes, and the decemvirate 
together. 

Den. You madc tkese decemvirs ! You are strangely 
discontented with your own work ! And you are 
over-cunniiig workmen. too — You put your materials 
so firmly together, there's no such tliing as taking them 
asunder ! What you build, you build — except it be for 
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your own good. — There you are bunglere at your craft. 
Ha,! ha! ha! I cannot but laugh to thiok how yuu 
toiled, and strained, and sweated, to rear the stoncs of 
the building one above anothcr, when I see the sorry 
faces you make at it ! 

Tit. But teil US the news again. 

Den. Is it so good ? Doea it so pleaso you ? Then 
prick your ears again, and listen. We have bcen bcatcn 
again — beaten back on our own soil. Rome has seen 
its haughty masters fly before chastisement, like slaves 
— returning cries for blows — and all this of your de- 

!*( CiL Huzza for it again ! \The people ehout. 

2nd CiL Hush ! Appius comes. 

Den. And do you caro for that ? You that were, 
just now, within a stride of taking him and his col- 
leagues by the throat? You'U do away with the 
decemvirs, will you ! And let bat one of them appear, 
yon dare not for your life but keep your spieen within 
your teeth ! Listen to nie, now ! I'U speak the niore 
for Appius — l_EnUr A C nd'M 

preeeded by Lictorg.'^ — I ytth t lfm f 
Kome, the foe has cl d h I k h tl 

own eoii, where they 1 Id p y 1 k 1 — 1 
they would, had they tk prat tm tl 

App. What's that } 
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VIBGOItlS. 109 

Den. The. decemTirs bring themaelves iato contompt. 

App. Ha ! dare you say so ? 

Den. Dare ! I liave dared ory " Come on ! " to a 
coliort of bearded warriors — Is it thy smooth face sliould 
appal me ? Dare ! it never yet flurried me to use my 
ann — Shall I not, think you, he at my «asc, wlien I 
but w^ my tongue ? Dare, indeed ! 

.4/ijö, Your grey hairs sliould keep Company witli 
lionester speecli ! 

Dm. Stiall 1 abow you, Appius, the Company they 
are wont to keep ? Look here ! and here (uncoverinff 
Ais /(^rehead and shawing scars). These are the 
voucliers of honest deeds — such is the speech with 
wliich my grey hairs keep Company. I toll yuu, to 
your teeth, the decemvirs bring the m sei v es iiito 
contempt. 

App. What, are they not serving thoir country at 
the iiead of her -»rmiea ' 

Den. Tliey'd serve lier better in the body of her 
armies ! I'd name for thee a lumdied ccntunons 
would make bettei generdla A common soldier of a 
year's active serMce woull takc hts meaaures betttr 
Generals! Our ^enerals nere wont to teich us how 
to win battles. — lactica aie changed — i jui genenla 
instruct us huw to iose tliim 

App. Do you aee my lictors ' 

Den. There are twelve of them. 

App. What if I bid them seize thee ? 

Dm. They'd bluah to do it. 

App. Why DOW, Dentatus, I begin to know yuu ; 
I fancied you a man that luved to vent 
Hia causeless anger in an undcr breath. 
And speak it in the ear — and only then 
When there was safety ! Sucli a one, yon'll own, 
Is dangeroua ; and to he truated, lus 
A friend or foe, unworthy. But I seo 
You rail to faces. Have you not so much 
Respect for Appiua as to take him by 
The band, when hc confessca you have some 
Pretence to quarrel with his colbagues' plana, 
And find fault with himself? Whichyet, you'll own, 
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May quite as well be kindly done, Dentatus, 
As harshly. Had you only to myself 
Declared your discontents, tiie more you had rail'd, 
The more I should have thank'd you. 

Den. Had I tliought 

App. And have you been campaigniiig, then, so 
long. 
And prospevously— and mistrust you, Siccius 
That a young acarless soldier, like my^>eif, 
Would listen to your tutoring ^ SeP, now , 
How much you have mistaken me ! Dentatus, 
In a Word— Can you assiat the gencrala. 
And will you ? 

Dm. I have all the will— but as 
For the ability 

App. Tut ! Tut ! Dentatus, 
You vex me now. Tliis coyness sits not well on yo«. 
You know ae well as I, you have as mueh 
Ability aa will. I would not think you 
A man that loved to find fault, but to find fault ! 
Surely the cvil you complain of, you 
Would lend a band to remedy ! See, uow, 
'Tis fairly put to you — wbat say you ? 

Den. AppiuB ! 
You may use mo as you ploase. 

App. And that vriü be, 
As you deaerve. I'll send you, as niy legale, 
To the army \_ShouU from. ike peopIe\. Do you liear 

your friends, Dentatus ? 
A lucky omen, that ! Away I Away ! 
Appriae your house — prepare for eetting out. 
I'll huny your credentials. Minutea now 
Rate high as hours ! Assist ray colleagues with 
Your counsel ; if their plana displease you, why 
Coirect them— cliange them — utterly reject them. 
And if you meet ohatruetion, notice rae, 
And I will pusli it by. There, now ! Your band ! 
Again ! Away ! All the auccess attend you 
That Appius wishes you ! 

Den. Success is fi:om 
Tbe gods, whose band soe'er it pleases them 
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To send it by, I know not what success 
'Tis Appius' wisli thcy send ; but this I know 
I am 3, soldier ; and, as a soldier, I 
Am bound to serve. All tlie success I ask, 
la that which benefita my country, Appius. 

[Dentatüs ffoes out. 
App. You've serred her overlong ! ^Aside.\ Sow 
for our cauaes, 

^Appitts aseends the tribunal. 
Claud. \jo Marcus.] Do you see tlio drift of 

this? 
Marc. I cannot guess it. 
Claud. Nor I. 

App. Q(o a Pleheian.'} Are you the suitor in tliis 
cause ? 
Speak ! 

Pleheian. Nohle Appius, if tliere'a law in Kome, 
To right a man most injured, to that law 
Against yon proud patrician I appeal. 

App. No more of that, I say ! Because he's rieh 
And great, you call hini proud ! 'Tis not unUke 
Because you're poor and mean, you call yoursclf 
Injured. Reiate your story; and, so please you, 
Spare epithets. 

Pleheian. Graut me a minute's pause. 
I sliall hegin. 

^ViEOiNiA tu thu tnoment ero»ses tfie stage tcitk her 
Nurse, and ii tneC hy Nümitorios, -wäo Ao/rfs 
heir in eonveriatton : Appius rieeti hts eyes 
upon Äer.3 
Num. You have heard the uews ? 
Virginia, What news, dear uncle ? 
Num. Step 
Aaide with me, I'll teil you. 

\_Takes her a Utile farther from the trihunal. 
App. Can. it be 
A movtal that I look upon ? 
Virginia. They are aafe ! 
I thank the gods I 

App. Her eyea look up to heaven 
Like something kindred to it — rather made 
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To send their glancea down, and fill the eartii 
With worahip and with gratulation, What 
A thrill runs up and down my veins, and alt 
Througliout me ! 

Plebeian. Now, most noble Appius — 

App. Stop ! 
Put off the cause ; I cannot liear it now. 
Attend to-morrow. An oppressive closeness 
Allows me not to breatlie, Lictors ! make clear 
Tlie ground about the rostrum ! 

{JDe»c&>ds, and approaches Claudius 'with pre- 
cipifation. 
Claudius ! Claudius \ — 
Marcus, go you and aummon my physician 
To he at home before me [Marcus ^oes out.~] Clau- 
Claudiua ! there ! tbere ! [diiis ! 

Virginia. You send a messenger to-night ? 

Af^. Paint me that smiie ! I never saw a smile 
Till now. My Claudius, is she not a wonder ? 
I know not whether in tbe State of girlhood 
Or womanhood to call her. 'Twixt the two 
She Stands as that were loath to lose her, this 
To win her most impaticnt. The young year 
Tremhling and blushing 'twixt tho striTing kisses 
Of parting spring and meeting suramer, saems 
Her only parallel ! 

Num. 'Tis well ! I'll send 
Your father word of this. But have you not 
A message to Icilius ? 

App. Mark you, Claudius ? 
There ia a blush ! I must posscss hör. 

Vityinia. Teil him, 
I think upon him. Parewell, Numitorius ! 

£Goes out wit/i Seuvia. 

Num. Farewell, Virginia. 

Claud. Master, will you teil me 
The name of that yonng matden ? 

Num. She is call'd 
Virginia, daughter of Virginius ; 
A Roman citizen, and a centurion 
In the army. 
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Claud. Thank you ; ahe is very like 
The daughter of a friend of mine. Farewell. 

Num. Farewell! £Goes out. 

App. I bum, my Claudius ! brain and heart — 
tliere'a not 
A fibre in my body but 's on fire ! 
With what a galt sbe moves ! Such was not Hebe, 
Or Jupiter had sooner lost his heaven, 
Tban changed his cup-bearer. A Step like that 
The rapture-glowing cluuds inight well bear up, 
And never t^e for human ! Find me, Claudius, 
Some way to compasa the possession of her. 

Claud. 'Tis difficult — her fatlier'a of repute ; 
The highest of his class. 

App. I guesa'd it ! Friends 
Are ever friends, except wlien friends are needed. 

Claud. Nay, Appius 1 

App. If tboü canst not give nie liope, 
Bo dumb ! 

Claud. A feroale agcnt may be used 
With some auceeas, 

App. How ? How ? 

Claud. To tamper with 
That woman tliat attends her. 

Ajip. Set aLout it. 

Claud. Could she but be induced to belp you to 
A Single meeting with her. 

App. Claudius ! Claudius ! 
Effect but that ! 

Claud. TU instautly about it. 

App. Spare not my gold-^nor stop at promiaes. 
I will fulfil them fast as thou canst make thcm. 
To purchase auch a draught of ecstacy 
I'd drain a kingdom — Set about it, Claudius ! 
Away! I will not eat, nor drink, nor siecp, 
Until I hear from Ihee .' 

Claud. Depend upon nie ! 

App. I do, niy Claudius, for my life— my life ! 

1^ T/ie^ go out severally. 
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VIRGINIDS. 



ACT III. 
SCENE I.—Appiwss Home. 

A ppi US — ( Entering), 
It is not love, if what I've feit before 
And call'd by such a name be lovc — a thing 
That took its turn — that I could entertain, 
Put off or humour— 'tis some otiier thing; 
Or if tlie same, why in aome other State — 
Or I am not tlie same — or it liath found 
Some other part of sensihility 
More quick, whereon to try its power, and there 
Expends it all ! Now, Claudius, your success ? 

Enter Claudius. 

Claruä. Nothing would do, yet nothing left undone ! 
She was not to be purchased. 

App. Did she guess — 

Clawd. She could not. 
So guarded was my agent ; who deacribed you 
A man of power, of noble family. 
And regal fortune — one that asfc'd not what 
His pleaaures cost — no further made disclosure. 

App. And did it nothing move her, Claudius ? 

Claud. Nothing. 
The more my agent urged, the more the shrunk 
And wither'd hag grew cailous ; further preas'd 
And with mure urgent importuning, ire 
Aud scom in imprecations and invectives 
Vented upon the monster (as she call'd him 
That would poUute her ehild, compell'd my advocate 
To drop the suit she aaw was hopeless. 

App. Now 
Had I a friend indeed ! 

Claud. Has Appius need 
To search for such a friend, aud Claudius hy him ? 

App. Frieuds ever are provisionaOy frienda — 
Friends for so far — Friends just to such a point. 
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And then " farewell ! " friends witli an «nderstanc 

ing— 
As " should the road be pretty safe " — "the sea 
Not over-rough," and so on — friends of i/s 
And bula — no friends ! could I find the man 
"Would be a simple thorough-goirg friend ! 

Claud. I thouglit you had one, Appiua. 

App. So thouglit Appius, 
Till Appiua thought upon atest of friendsliip, 
Hc fears he would not give unto himself, 
Could he be Appiua' friend. 

Claud, Tlien Appius has 
A truer friend than Appius ia to Appius. 
I'li give that test ! 

App. What ! you'd remove her father 
And that Icilius wliom you told me of ? 

Claud. Count it as done. 

App. My Claudius, is it true ? 
Can I believe it ? Art thou such a friend, 
That, when I look'd for thce to stop and leave me, 
I find thee, keeping with me, step by step ; 
And even in thy loving eagemeas 
Outstriding me ? I do not want thee, Claudius, 
To soll thy hand with their plebeian hlood. 

Claud. What wouldst thou, then } 

App. I was left guardian to thee — 

Claud. Thou wast. 

App. Among the varioiis property 
Thy father left were many female slaves. 

Claud. Well? 

App. It were easy for thee (were it not ?) 
To invent a tale that one of them oonfeas'd 
She had sold a female infant (and, of course, 
Thy slave) unto Virginius' wife, who pass'd it upon 
Virginius aa bis daughter, which 
Supposititious ofispring is this samc 
Virginia. 

Claud. I conceive yoH. 

App. To induce 
Tlie woman to confirm your tale would ask 
But sniall persuaaion. Is it done ? 
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Claud. This hour. 
I know the school, my Appins, where Virginia 
Pursues her studies ; thither I'll repair, 
And Beize her aa my alavo at once. Do thou 
Repair to thy tribunal, whither, should 
Hör friends moleat me in the attempt, I'U bring her. 
And plead my cause before theo. 

App. Claudius ! Claudius ! 
How shall I pay thee ? 0, thou noble friend ! 
Power, fortune, life, whate'er belonga to Appius, 
Reckon aa tbine ! Away, away, my Claudius ! 

\_Theif ffo out aeeerally. 



8CENE II.— A Street in Rome. 

Enter Lucius, meeting Titus, Sbbvius, and Cneils. 

Luc. "Well, masters, any news of Siccius Dentatus 
from the camp, how he was received by the deceni- 
virs? 

Tk. He was received well by the decemvirs. 

Cne. It wasn't then for tbe love they bear him. 

Tit. But they expect lie'll help them to retum the 
cuflä they have gotten from tho enemy. 

Ser. Do yo« wish for a victory ? 

Luc. Yes, if Dentatus wins it. "Tis to our credit, 
masters— He's one of ua. 

Ser. And is not Spuriua Oppius one of «s ? 

Luc. Heis; but he's in league with thepatricians— 
that is, the patrician decemvirs. He ia but half a 
plebeian, and that ia the worat half. The better half 
lie threw away whoB he became half a patrician, I 
iiever liked your half-and-half gentry ; they generali/ 
combine the bad of botli kinds, withoiit the good of 

Ser. Well, we shall have newa prosently. Your 
brother, Icilius, has just arrived with despatcLes from 
the camp. I met him passing through the Forum, and 
asked him wbat news he brought. He anawered, 
none ; but added, we might look for newa of another 
kind than what we had been lately accustomed to 
hear. [.4 shrieh irithoul. 
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Cm. WKafsthat? 

Tit. Look, yonder, masters ! See ! 

Ser. 'Tis Appius'a dient dragging a youDg woman 
along witli him. 

7?!. Let US stand by eacli other, masters, and pre- 
vent !iim. 

Servia. Help ! help ! help ! 

Luc. Let go your hold ! 

Claud. Stand by ! 
She is my slave ! 

Servia. Hia slave ? Help ! help ! His slave ?— 
He looks more like a slave tliaa she ! Good masters ! 
Protect the daughter of Virginius ! 

Lim. Release the maid. 

Tit. Forbeav tbis violence. 

Claud. I call for the asaistance of the laws ; 
She is my slave. 

Sereia. She is my daughter, masters, 
My fostcr- daughter ; and her mother was 
A ftee-bom woman — and her father is 
A Citizen, a Roman — good Virginius, 
As I Said before — Virginius, the centurion, 
Whom all of you must know. — Help! help! I say. 
You See she cannot speak to help herseif; 
Speak for her, masters — belp her, if you're men ! 

Tit. Let go your hold. 

Claitd. Obstnict me at your peril. 

Luc. We'U make you, if you will not. 

Claud. Let me pass. 

Ser. Let go your hold, once more. 

Claud. Good masters ! patäence — 
Hear me, I say — She is my slave — I wiah not 
To use this violenco, my friends ; but may not 
A master seize upon his slave ? — Make way, 
Or such of you aa aro dissatisfied, 
EepMr with me to the decenivir. — Come, 
I only want my right ! 

Tif. Cume on tlicu ! 
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To the decemvir ! 

Servia. Run, nin for Numitoriua — alarni our neigli- 
bours ! — Call out Icilius' frienda ! — I shall go mad ! 
Help! help! help ! [Theygoout. 



SCENE in.— TJie Forum. 

Enter Appius, preceded hy Lietors. 

App. Will he aucceed ? — Will he attempt it ? — 

Will he 

Go throMgh with it ? — ^Looking ouf] — ^No sign — I 

almost wish 
He had not undertaken it ; yct wisli, 
More tKan I wiah for life, he may aecomplish 
What he lias undertaken. O ! tlie pause 
That precodes action ! It is vacancy 
That o'erweighs action's substance. What I fear 
Is, that his courage can't witlistand her tears, 
That will be sure to try and siiccour her, 
Pointing, as 'twere, to every charm, and pleading 
WitU melting cloquence. I hear a sound 
As of approaching clamour — and the rusli 
Of distant feet — He comes ! I mnst prepare 
For hia receptlon. 

QAppius axends the trihunal. — Claudius enters 
itül kolding Virginia, foüowed hy Servia, 
Women, and Citizens. 
Claud. Do not press npon me; 
Here's the decemvir — he will aatisfy you, 
Whether a master has a right or not 
To seize his slave when he finds her. 

Servia. She ia no slave 
Of thine ! She never was a sLive ! Thou slave ! 
To call her by that name — Ay! thrcaten me ! 
She is a free-bom maid, and not a slave, 
Or never was a free-born maid in Rome ! 
! you shall deariy answer for it ! 

App. Peace ! 
What quarrel'« thia ? Speak, those who are aggrieved. 
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Enter NuäiiTORius. 

Num. Where ia Virginia — "Wherefore do you hold 
That maiden'a hand ? 

Claud. Who aaks the question ? 

Nwm. I '. Her uncle Nrnnitorius ! 

Ciavd. Numitorius, you think youraclf her uncle — 
Numitorius, 
No blood of yours flows in her veins, to give you 
The title you would claim. Most noble Appius! 
If you Sit here for juBtice, as I think 
You do, attend not to the clamour of 
This man, who calls himself this damael's unch. 
Sbe is my property — was bom beneatb 
My father's roof, whose slave her mother was, 
Who (as I can establiah past dispute) 
Sold her an Infant to Virginius" wife, 
"Who never had a child, and heavily 
Revolved her harrenness. My slave I have found 
And seized — as who that fiuds his own (no matter 
How long so ever miss'd) should fear to take it? 
If they oppose my claim, they may produce 
Their eounter-proofs and bring the cause to trial ! 
But tili they prove mine own is not mine own — 
(An undertakiog somewhat peTilous) 
Mine own I ahall retain — yet giving them, 
Should tboy demand it, what secutity 
They please for re-producing her. 

App. Why that 
Would he but reasonable. 

Num. Reasonable ! 
Claudius ! ^v^ith mach vehemence — recollects hitmelf.'] 

He'a but a mask upon the face 
Of some more powerful contriver [_As\de.'] Appiiia, 
My niece's father ia from Rome, thou know'st, 
Serving bis eountry, Is it not unjust. 
In the absence of a citizen, to auffer 
His right to bis own child to be diaputed ? 
Graut IIS a day to fetch Virginius, 
That he himself may anawer this most fonl 
And novel suit — Meanwhile to me belongs 
The cuatody of the maid — her uncle's liouae 
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Can better answer for her honour tlian 
The hoiise of Clauduia. 'Tis the law of Rome 
Before a final aentence, the defendant 
In his poasession is not to sustain 
Disturbance from the plaintiff, 

Tit. A just law, 

Ser. And a inost teasonable demand. 

AlltheCita. Ay ! Ay! Ay ! 

App. Silence, you Citizens ; will you restrain 
Your tongues, and give your magistrate permisaion 
To Hpeak ? The law is just— most reasonable — 
I franied tliat law myself — I will protect 
That law ! 

Tit. Most noble Appiua ! 

Sei: A most just decree ! 

All the Cite. Ay ! Ay ! 

App. WüJ yoube silent ? Will you please to wai 
For my decree, you most untractable 
And boisterons Citizens ! I do repcat it, 
I franied tbat law myself, aud will protect it. 
But are you, Numitorius, here defendant ? 
Tbat title none but the reputed father 
Of the young woman has a right to — How 
Can I conimit to thee what may appear 
Tbe plaintiff's property : and if not his 
Still is not thiDC ? I'll give thee tili to-morrow 
Ete I pass a final judgnient — But the girl 
Eemains with Claudius, who sliall bind himself 
In such eecutity as you require, 
To re-produce ber at the claim of him 
Who calls her daughter — T!iia is my decree. 

Nittn. A foul decree. — Shamc ! Shauie ! 

Ser. Ay, a most foul decree. 

Cne. A villanoiis decree. 

Ser. Most yillanous. 

Serum. Good Citizens, what do you with our we; 

Wlien you shoulduse yourown ? Yourhands ! — yoi 

hands ! 
He shall not take her &om us. 
Gather round her, 
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And if he toucli her, be it to hia cost ; 

And if ye aee hitn touch her, never more 

Expect ftom us your titlea— never more 

Be hushands, brotliets, lovers, at our mouths, 

Or anything that doth imply thc name 

Of men — except such men as men ahould blush for. 

App. Command your wives and daughtcrs, Citizens, 
They quit the Forum. 

■Sereia. They shall not command US, 
That care not to protect us. 

App. Take the girl, 
If she is yours. 
Chud. Stand by. 
Virginia. help me ! help me ! 
läl. \enterin^'^. Virginia's voice ! — Virginia ! 

^Rushes to her. 
Virginia. 0, Icilius ! [^Falh fainüng in Aia artm. 
Jcil. Take her, gnod Numatorius. 
App. You had better 
"Withdraw, Icilius ; the affair is judged. 
Claud. I claim my slave. 
Icil. Stand back, thon double alave ! 
Touch her, and I will tear thee limh from limb, 
Before thy mastet's face. — She is my wife, 
My hfe, my heart, my heart'a hlood. — ^Toucb her 

Witb bnt a look 

App. My lictors, tbere, advance ! 
See that Icilius qnits the Forum, — Claudius, 
Secure your slave. 

Icil. Lictors, a momcnt pause 
For yoüP own sakes. Do not miatake (hese arms ; 
Think not tbe strength of any common man 
Is that they feel. They ser^'o a charmed frame, 
The which a power porvades, that ten times trebles 
The natural energy of each aingle nerve 
To sweep you down as reeds. 
App. Obey iny Orders ! 

Icil. Appius ! before I quit thc Forum, let me 
Address a Word to you. 
App. Be brief, tlien ! 
Icil. Is't not cnough you liave deprived us, Appius, 
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Of tlie two strongest bulwarka to our Überties, 
Our tribunes and our privilege of appeat 
To the aasembly of the people? Cannot 
The lioiiour of tlic Roman maids be safe ? 
Thüu knov/st tbis virgiti ia betrotli'd to me, 
Wife of my hope — Thou siialt not croas my hopc 
Aud I retain my Ute — attempt it not ! 
I stand among my fellow- Citizens — 
His foüow-aoldiers hem Virginiua round, 
Both iiien and gods are on our side ; but grant 
I stoüd alone, ■with noiight but virtuoiia love 
To licarten mc — alone would I dcfcat 
The execution of thy infamoua 
Decrce ! I"ll quit tlie Forum now, but not 
Alone — my love ! my wife ! my free-Lom maid— 
Tlie Tirgin Standard of my pride and manhood, 
Of peerless motto ! ricli, and fresb, and shining. 
And of device most rare and glorious, 
I'U bear off safe witb mc — unstain'd — untoudi'd ! 
■^pp. Your duty, lictors — Claudius, look to your 

rigbt. 
Icil. True Citizens ! 
Tit. Down witb the traitor ! 
Ser. DovFn with bim — slay him ! 

Ji_TAe Lictors and Claudius are drvoen hack; 
Claudius takes r^uge at Aeeivs'a feef, leho 
hm descended and throwi up his arms m a aignal 
to hotk parties to dmiat — lehereupon the people 
retire a little. 
App. So, friends ' we thank you that you don't 
deprive iis 
Of evcrything ; but leave your magistrates, 
At least thcir persona sacrod— tbeir decrees, 
It seems, you value as you value straws. 
And in like manner break them. Whercfore stop 
Wben you have gone so fai ? You miglit, methiuks, 
As well have kill'd my dient at my fcet. 
Ab threaten'd him with death before my face ! 
Rise, Claudius ! I perceive Idliua' aim : — 
He labours to restore the tribuneship 
By mcans of a sedition. Wc'll not give him 
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Tbe least preteiice of quairel. Wo sliall wait 
Virginins's amval tili to-morrow. 
His frienda take care to notice lüm— The canip's 
But four boura' joumey from tlie city. 'Till 
To-mortow, then, let nie prevail with yoii 
To yield «p Gomething of your right, and let 
The g^rl remain at liberty. 

Claud. If they 
Produce security für her appearance, 
I am content. 

Tit. i'l! be your security. 

Ser. And I. 

C'n. We'll all be your security. 

X_'l'1if.y hold up their haivh. 

Ic'ü. My friends, 

And feüow-citizens, I thank yon; but 
Reserve your kindnesa for to-morrow, friends, 
If Claudius still persist — To-day I liope 
He will remain content with my security, 
And tbat of Numitorius, for the maid's 
Appearanee. 

Aj^. See she do appear ! — and come 
Prepared to pay ttie law« more reverence, 
As I sliall surely aee tliat tliey receive it. 

QApfius, Claüpius, and Liclors ffo out. 

Icil. Look up ! louk up ! my sweet Virginia, 
Look up ! look up ! yon will see none but frienda. 

tbat aucb eyes sbould e'er meet other prospect ! 
Virginia. leilius ! Uncle ! lead me bome ! Icilius, 

You did Dot think to take a slave to wife ? 

läl. I tliought, and tbink to wed a free-bom maid ; 
And tliou, and tbou alonc, art abe, Virginia ! 

Fir^inia. I fcel ns I were so — I do not think 

1 am hia slave ! Virginius not niy father ! 
Virginius, my dcar fatber, not my falber ! 
It cannot be ; my life muat come from bim ; 
For, make bim not my fatber, it will go 
From me — 1 could not live an ho were not 
My fatlier. 

Icil. Dear Virginia, calm tby tbougbta — 
But wbo aball warn Virginius? 
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Num. I've ta'en e.ire 
Of that ; no äooner heard I of thia claim, 
Than I despatch'd thy brother Lucius, 
Together witli my son, to bring Virginius, 
"With all tlie speed they could; and cautioned tliem 
(Äs he is something over-quick of temper, 
And iiiight snatch justice, rather tlian auo for it) 
To evade communication of tho cause. 
And merely say his presence was required, 
'Till -nn should have him with us'. Come, Virginia ; 
Thy luicle'a house sliall guard thee, tili thou find' st 
Within thy father'B arms a citadel, 
Whence Claudius camtot take thee. 

Icil. He sliall take 
A thousand lives first. 

Tit. Ay, ten tliousaiid Uvea, 

feil. Ilear you, Virginia ! Do you hear your 
frienda ? 

Virginia. Let him take my life £rst, I am contont 
To be his slave then — if I am his slave. 

läl. Thou art a free-bom Roman uiaid, Virginia ; 
AU Eome doth know thee so, Virginia — 
All !Rome will see thee so. 

CiL Wb will ! We will ! 

Icii. You'll nieet us here to-morrow ? 

Cit. AU! all! 

Icil. Cease not to clamour 'gainat this outrage. 
Teil it 
In every corner of the city ; and 
Let no man call himself a eon of Rome, 
Who Stands aloof when tyranny assaila 
Her fairest daughter, Come, Virginia, 
'Tis not a private, but a common wrong ; 
'Tis every father'g, lover's, freeman'a cause ; 
To-morrow ! fellow-citizens, to-morrow ! 

Cit. To-morrow! 

\jrhey go out aeteraUff. 
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SCENE W.—The Camp. 
Enter S. Oppius and Q. F. Vibulanus. 

Opp. Has he set out ? 

Vibul. He has, my Oppius, 
And never to returii ! His guard's inatnicted 
To take gcM>d cavc of him. There'a not a man 
But's ten times Sold to ua, and of oiir wishea 
Fully possess'd. Dentatus will no more 
Obatruct us in our plans. He did not like 
The aite of our encampment. He will find 
Ät least the air of it was wholesome. 

Opp. WTiat 
Report are they instructed to bring back ? 

Vihul. They feil into an ambusb— He was slain. 

fjpp. But should the tmth, by any means, come out ? 

Vibul. Iinprison them, and aecretly deapatch them, 
Or ope tlie dnngeon doors, and let them 'scape, 

Opp. I should prefer tlie latter method. 

Vibul. Well, 
That he our choice. Bnt when it is determined 
To Spill blood otherwise than as it may 
Be apill'd, to hesitate about some dropa 
Is weakuess, may be fatal. — Come, my friend, 
Let ua be aeen about tlie camp, and ready, 
With most admiring ear, to catch the tidings, 
Will be the wondor of all eara, but ours. 
Here's one auticipates us ! 

Enter Marcus. 
Well, your newa ? 

Marc, Dentatus is no more ! but he lias deavly sold 
bis life, The matter has been reported as you directed. 
By few it is rcceived with credence — by many with 
doubt ; wbile aome bold spirits atop not at muttcring, 
but loudly speak suspicion of foul play. A party that 
we met, a mile beyond the lines, no sooner heard onr 
atory, than they set off tu bring the body to the camp, 
Others liave followed them. Fabius, we have your 
giige for safoty. 
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Vihul. You have. — Como, Ict its aliow ourselves.— 
Guilt hides, 
And we must wcar the port of innocence, 
That more tliart half way meeta accusol.— Come. 

\_Tke^ go out. 



SCENE y.— ^ Mountainous Pa^s. 

The body of Dentatus diseovered on a hier — Soldiers mourn- 

ing over il. 

TrumpeU — Enier ViRoiNirs and Soldiers. 

Virginius. Whcre ia Dentatus ? Where ia tho gallant 
aoldier ? 
Ab, Comradc ! comradc ! warm! y et warm ! Solatfly 
Gone, wlien I would have giveii tlie world, only 
To aay farewüU to tliee, or even get 
A parting look ! gallant, gallant aoldier, 
The god of war might sure have spared a, head 
Grown grey in acvvinp; him ! My brave o!d comradc ! 
Tho fatJier of the field ! Thy silver locks 
Otlier anointing should receive, than what 
Tlieir maater'a blood could fumiah ! 

\»t Saldier. There has been treachery hcrc ! 

Virgtniug. What ! 

Ut Saldier. The slain are all onr own. None of tlie 
bodies are atripp'd— Theae are all Romans. There ia 
not the slightest trace of an enemy's rctrcat — And now 
I remeniber they made a sudden halt, wlien we carae 
in sight of tlitni at the foot «f the mountain — Mark'd 
you not, too, with what confuaed haate they told their 
Story, directed us, and hurried on to the cantp ? 

Virginius. Revenge 1 The decemvirs ! Ay, the de- 
ccmvirs ! 
i'or every drop of blood thou shalt have ten, 
Dentatua ! 

Luc. [witkotW]. What, hoa ! Virginius ! Vii^iniiis ! 

Virginiui. Here ! here ! 

Luc. [_enterinff'\. 'Tis well you're found, Virginius ! 

Virginius. What makes you from the city ? Look ! 
My Lucius, what a sight you'vc come to witness ! 
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My brave old comrade ! Honest Siceius ! 

Siccius Dentatus, that true son of Rome, 

On whose white locks the motlier look'd morc proudly 

Than on the raven ones of her youngest and 

Most hopeful sons, is nothing now but this, 

The sign and token of Iiimaelf ! Look, comrades, 

Here are the foes have slain him ! Not a trace 

Of any otlier — not a body atripp'd — 

Our father has been murdcr'd — We'll revoDge him 

Likesons! Take up the body! Bear it to 

Tiie eanip ; and as you move your aoleinn marcli, 

Be dumb — or, if you speak, be it but a wotd, 

And be that word — Revengc ! 

[_T/ie Soldiersbear/^the loäy — Vikginius /oZ/iw- 
ing, ig stoppedhy Lucius.] 

Luc. Virginius ! 

VirffiniiK. 1 did not mind thee, Lucius ! 
Uncominon things make couunon tliings forgot. 
Hast thou a message for ine, Lucius ? Well, 
I'll stay and heai it — but be brief ; my heart 
Folio WS my poor Dentatus. 

Lttc. You aro wanted 
In ßome. 

Virffinius. On what account ? 

Lue. On your arrival 
You'll learn. 

Fiiyiniui. How 1 is it something can't be told 
Atonce? Speak out, boy! Ha! your looks are loaded 
With matter— Is't so heavy that your tongue 
Cannot unburthen them ? Your brother left 
The camp on duty yesterday — halb aught 
Happeu'd to him ? Did he arrive in safcty ? 
Is he safe ? Is he well ? 

Luc. He is both safe and well. 

rirgintu$. What then 1 What tlien ? Teil me the 
matter, Lucius. 

Lvc. I liave said 
It shall be told you. 

Virginius. Shall ! I stay not for 
That " shall," unless it be so close at band 
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It stop me not a inomcnt. — 'Tis too long 
A comiug, Fare you well, my Lucius. 

ZiM, Stay, 
Virginiua ; hcar me then with patience. ] 

Virginius. "Well, 
I am patient. 

Luc. Yonr Virginia 

Virginius. Stop, my Lucius ! 
I*m cold in every mcmber of my frame ! 
If 'tis prophetie, Lucius, of tliy news, 
Give me such token as her tomb would, Lucius — 
i'U bcar it better — Silenco. 

Lue. You are still 

Virginius. I thank thee, Jupiter ! I am still a fs 

Lue. You are, Virginius, yet. 

Virginhu. Wliat, is sbc sick ? 

Luc. No. 

Virginius. Neitber dead nor siek ! AU well' 

Nothing amiss ! Eacb guarded quarter aafe, 
That fcar may iay him down and sleep, and yet 
This sounding tlie alarm ! I awear tliou teli'st 
A Story strangely. Out witb't ! I liave patience 
For anytliing, since my Virginia livea, 
And lives in health ! 

Luc. You are required in Ronie, 
To anawer a most novel suit. 

Virginius. Whose suit ? 

Lue. The suit of Claudius. 

Vii^niug. Claudius ! 

Lm. Him that's dient 
To Appins Claudius, the deeemvir. 

Virgimut. What ! 
That pander ! Ha ! Virginia ! you appear 
To couple them, What makea my fair Virginia 
In Company with Claudius ! Innocenco 
Beside lasciviouaness ! Hie suit ! What suit ? — 
Anawer me quickly! — Quickly ! lest suspense, 
Beyond what patience can endure, coercing, 
Drive reason from bis seat ! 

Luc. He has claim'd Virginia. 
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Virginius. Claim'd her ! Claini'd her ! 
On what pretence ? 

/-.MC. He Bays ehe is the ehild 
Of a slave of his, who suld ber to thy wife. 

Virginius. Go on, you see I'm calm. 

Lue. He seized her in 
The achool, and dragg'd Iier ia the Forum, where 
Appius was giving judgment. 

Virginius. Dragg'd her to 
The Forum ! Well ! I told you, Lucius, 
I would be patient. 

Lue. Numitoriua thcrc 
Confronted him. 

Virginius. Did he not strike him dead ? 
Trne, triie, I know it was in presence of 
Tiie decenivir. ! had I confronted him ! 
Well ! well ! the issue ? Well ! o'erleap all eise. 
And light upon the issue. Where is she ? 

Lue. I waa despatch'd to fetch thee, ere I could learn. 

Virginias. The claim of Claudius, Appius' dient — 
I aee the master cloud — this ragged one, []Ha ! 

Tliat lowers before, moTes only in snbservience 
To the ascendant of the other — Jove 
With its own mischief break it and disperse it. 
And that be all tbe ruin ! Patience ! Ptudence ! 
Nay, prudence, but no patience. Come ! a slave 
Dragg'd through the streets in open day! my cbild ! 
My daugliter ! my fair daughter, in the eycs 
Of Rome ! O ! I"il be patient. Come ! The essenee 
Of my best blood in the free common ear 
Condemn'd as vile ! O ' I'U be patient. Come ! 
O ! tliey shall wonder — I will be so patient, 

[^ ViHCiNiDs rieeAes out^ foüowed by Lcciüs. 
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ACT IV. 
SCENE L—Numitoriass House. 

Virginia discovered, supported by Sekvia. 

Virginia. Is he iiot yet arrived ? Will lie not comc ? 

Servia. He surely will. 

Virginia. He suroly will ! More surely 
He had arrived already, had he known 
How he 13 wanted — ^Tliey liave miss'd hira, Servia ! 
Don't teil me, but I know they have, or suvoly 
We had not now bceii looking for him, "VVherc'a 
My uncle ? 

Servia. Finding you had fallen asleep 
After such watching, he went fovth to hear 
If there wcre any tidings of Virginius. 
He 's here. 

Enter NvuiTOTcivs; Virginia looki at kirn inquisitively for 

Virginia. Not come ! not come ! I am suro of it ! 
He will not come ! Do you not think he'U come ? 
"Will not my father come ? What think you, uncle ? 
Speak to me, apeak — give me any words, 
Bather than what looks utter ! 

Num. Be compoaed ! 
I hope he'U come ! 

Virginia. A littlo whilc ago 
You were aure of it — from certainty to hope 
la a poor step. You hope hell come — One hope, 
Ooe little hope to face a thousand fears ! 
Do you not know he'll come ? uncle, whereforo 
Do you not know he'll come ? Had I been you, 
I bad made sure of it. 

Num. All has been done 
That could be done. 

Virginia. Poor all that doca so little 1 
Oue would imagiue littlo needa be done 
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To bring a fatlier to the succour i)f 
His cliild ! 'Tis ncar the time ! 

Num. It is indeed ! 

Virginia. Must I go fortli with you ? Must I again 
Be dragg'd along Ly Claudius as his slave. 
And noiie again to succour mo ? leilius ! 
Icilius! Does your true betrothed wife 
Call on you, and you hear not ? My Icilius ! 
Am I to be yoar wife, er Claudius slave ? 
IVhere — where are you, Icilius ? 

IciLiutj ( entering ) . 
My Virginia ! 
What's to he done, my frieud ? 'tis almost time. 

\_To NüMITOKlDS. 

Virginia, I hear what you are saying — it is time — 
0, who could have believed it, that Icilius 
Should ever say 'twas time to yield me to 
Anothet's claim — And will you give ine up ? 
Can you devise no means to keep me from him ? 
Couid ^fe not fly ? 
I^IciLics /öojts earnestly n! '^VMiiojavs, who ßxe» hit 

eyes steadfastly on the ground: Icilius droopa kig kead. 
I See ! — your pledge 

Must be redeem'd, although it cost you your 
Virginia. 

Virginiui (witkoiW). Is she liere ? 

Virginia. Ah ! 

\_Skrieka and ruskei into her faiiier'a arms, 
who enters at the moment. 

Virginius. My child ! My child ! 

Virginia. I am ! I fcel l am ! I kiiow I am ! 
My fatlier ! my dear fathcr. I despair'd 
Of seeing you ! You're come ! and come in time. 
And, O ! liow niuch the more in time, when hope 
Had given you up. ! welcome, welcome foot, 
Whose wished step is heard when least expected ! 

Virginias. Brother ! leilius ! thank you ! thank you 
Has been communicated to me, Ay ! ^ — All 

And would they take thee from me? Let theui 
try it! 
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You've ta'tn your measurea well — I scarce eould 



Along, so was I clieck'd by loving handa 

Rcady to serve tue, Hands with liearts in tliem ! 

So thou art Claudius' slavo ? And if tliou art, 

I'm aurely not thy fatlier ! Blister'd viiiaiii ! 

You have warn'd our neiglibours, liave you not, to 

attcnd 
As witnesses? To be sure you liave. A foul 
To ask the queation. Dragg'd along tlie streets too ! 
'Twas very kind in him to go himself 
And fetch thee — such an lionour should not pasa 
Witliout acknowledgment. I shalt return it 
In fiiil ! In füll ! 

Ntim. Pray you he prudent, brotlier. 

Virginia. Dear father, be advised — Will you uut, 
father ? 

Virginim. I never saw you look so like yoiir mother 
In alt my life ! 

Virginia. You'll be advised, dear father ? 

Virginias. It was her soul — her soul, that piay'd just 
then 
About the featurcs of her cliild, and lit tliem 
lulo the likeness of her own. When first 
She placed thee in my arms — I reeollect it 
As a thing of yesterday ! — she wiah'd, she said, 
That it had been a man. I answer'd her, 
It was tlie motber of a raco of men. 
And paid her for thee with a kias. Her lips 
Are eold now — could they biit bo warm'd again, 
IIow they would clamour for thee ! 

Virginia. My dear fatber ! 
You do not answet nie ! Will you not be adviaed ? 

Virginias. I will not take him by the throat and 
strangle liim ! 
But I could do it ! I could do it ! Fear not ; 
I will not strike while any head I love 
Is in the way. It is not now a time 
To teil thee — but, wouldst thou believc it 1— iionett 
Siociiis Dentatua lias been murder'd by theni. 

Icil. Murder'd ! 
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Kum. Dentatua murder'd ! 

l^ir^inia. ! liow much 
Have we to fear. 

Virgxnius. We have the less to fear. 
I spread the newa at evcry step— A fire 
Is kindled, that ■will blazo at btit a hrcath 
Into the fiercest flaine ! 

Num. 'Tis time. Lct's haste 
To the Forum. 

Virfftnius. Let the Forum wait for us ! 
Put on no sliow of fear, wlien villany 
Would wrestle with you ! It can Iteep its feet 
Only with cowards 1 I sball walk along 
Slowly and calaily, ■witli my daughter thua 
In my hand : though with another kind uf gripe 
Than that whicli Claudius gave her. Well, I say, 
I'll walk along tlius, in the eyes of Rome. 
Go you before, and what appeal soe'er 
You please, make you to rouae up friends. For me, 
I shall be mute — my eloquonce is here — 
Her tears — her youth — her innocence — her beauty ! 
If orators Uke tbese can't move the heart, 
Tongues surely may he dumh. 

I(Aliu8. A thousand liearts 
Ilave spoke already in her tause! 

Virginim. Come on ! 
Fear not ! it is your father'a grasp you feel. 
O he'll be strong as never man was, that 
Will take theo from it. Come, Virginia ; 
We tnist our cause to Kome and to the god* ! 

[_Tkei; go out. 



SCENE II.— TAs Forum. 
Elitär Appiiis and Livtors. 
App. See you keep back tho pcople ! L'se yoi 
fasees 
With firmer hands, or hearta. Your hands are finii 
Enough, would but your hearts perform their office, 
And leave your hands at liberty, not hang 
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TJpon them with unseemly fears and clamoiirs ! 
Look to it ! Time ! hadst thou tlie tlieme that I have 
For specd, tliou wouldst not move tliis cripple's galt : 
But there's no iirging thee, and thou waat over 
DuU fellow-traveüet to young Impatience, 
Dragging liini back iipon tlio road lie panta 
To i'un, but cannot find without theo. 

[_Enter IIarcus. 
Well ? 

Marc. Ne\vä haa amyed, that speaks as if Dcntatiis 
Was murder'd by the order of your colleagues ! 
There's not a face I meet but lowera with it : 
The streeta are fiU'd with tbronging groups, tliat, as 
You pass, grow silent, and look sullen round on you, 
Then fall again to convei^. 

App. 'Tis ill timed. 

Marc. Wbat say you, Appius ? 

Ajup. Murder's ill timed, I say, 
Happen when 'twill ; but now is most ill timed, 
When Rome is in a ferment, on account 
Of Claudius, and tliis girl he calls his slave ; 
For come when evil will, or how it will, 
AIl's laid to onr account ! Look out and aee 
If Claudius be approaching yet. ^Marcus ffoes out. 
My wish, 

Like an officious friend, comes out of time 
To teU me of success. I had rather far 
It had miscarried — tliey run high enougli ; 
They wanted not this squall on squall to ralse them 
Above their present swell — tbe waves run high 
Enough, through whicli we steer — but such a haveii, 
If won, can never be too dearly won ! 

Marc, \jmlefinff2. Claudius ia here ! 

Euter Claudius. 

App. Well, Claudius, are the forces 
Athand? 

Claud. They are, and timely too ; the people 
Are in unwonted ferment. 

App. I liave hcard 
Word has arrived of old Dentatua' deatb ; 
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Wliich, as I liear, and wonder not to liear it, 
The mutinoHs cUizeDs lay to our account. 

Claud. Thafs bad enougli ; yet— 

App. Ha ! what'a worse? 

Claud. 'Tia best 
At once to apeat wliat you mnst learn at laat, 
Yet last of all would kam. 

App. Virginius! 

Claml. Yes! 
He has arrived in Rome. 

Marc. Tliey are Coming, Appius. 

Claud. Fly, Marc«9,hurry downtiieforccs! [^Marcus 
ffoes out.'] Appiua, 
Be not o'erwhelm'd ! 

App. There'a something awes tne at 
The tliouglit of looklng on her father ! 

Claud. Look 
XJpon her, my Appiua ! Fix your gaise upon 
The treasures of hör beauty, nor avert it 
Till tliey are thine. Ilaate ! Your tribunal ! Haste ! 
[Appius ascends kis tribunal. 

Enter Numitobius, Icilh-s, Luciira, Citizens, Virginius 
kading his Daughter, Sebvia, and Citisiens. — A dead 
silenee prevails. 

Virffinius. Does no one speak ? I am defendant here. 
Is silence my Opponent ? Fit Opponent 
To plead a cause too foul for spoech ! What hrow 
Sliameleea givea ftont to this most valiant cauae, 
Thafc tries ita prowesä 'gainst the lionour of 
A girl, yet lacks the wit to know, that they 
Who cast off shamo should likewiao caat off fear — 
And on the verge o' the combat wants the nerve 
To stammer forth the signal ? 

App. You had better, 
Virginiua, wear anothor kind of carriage : 
This is not of the faahion that will serve you. 

Firffinius. The fashion, Appiua ! Appius Claudius, 
teil me 
The fashion it bccomes a man to speak in, 
Whose property in his own child~the offspring 
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Of liis own body, ncar to liim as is 
His hand, his arm — yea, nearer — closer far, 
Knit to liia iieart — I aay, wbo Las liia property 
In such a thing, the very seif of liimself, 
Disputed — and I'Il speak so, Appius Claudius; 
I'U speak so — Pray you tutor me ! 

Jpp. Stand fortli, 
Claudius ! If you lay claim to any interest 
In tlie question now before us, speak ; if not, 
Bring on some other cause. 
Claud. Most noble Appiua— 
Virginiut. And are you the man 
That Claims my daughter for his alave ? — Look at hie, 
And I will give her to tliee. 
Claud. Slio is mine, then : 
Do I not look at you ? 

Virginius. Your eye does, truly, 
But not your soul. — I see it throiigh your eye 
Shiftin^ and shrinking— turning every way 
To ahnn me. You sia-prise me, that your eye, 
So long the bully of its master, knows not 
To put a proper face upon a lie, 
But glytisthöport of impudence to falaebood, 
When it would paas it off for truth. Your soul 
Dares as soon ehow its face to me. — Go on, 
I had forgot ; the fasliion of my speech 
May not please Appius Claudius. 

Claud. I demand 
Protection of the decemvir ! 
App. You shall have it. 
Virginim. Doubtless ! 

App. Keep back the people, lictors ! What's 
Your plea ? You say the girl's your slave — Produce 
Your proofs, 

Claud. My proof is herc, which, if tbey can, 
Let tliem confront. The mother of the girl — 

[ViRGiNiua, sUpping forward to speak, 
ia jcithheld hy Numitorius. 
Num. Hold, hrotlier ! Hear them out, or suffer me 
To speak. 

Virginiui. Man, I must speak, or eise gu inad ! 
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And if I do go macl, what then will hold me 

From speaking ? "Wer't not better, brother, think you, 

To speak and not go mad, tlian to go mad 

And then to speak ? She was tiiy sister, too ! 

Well, well, speak thou. — I'U try, and, if I can, 

Be gilent. (Relires.) 

Num. Will alle swear she is her cliild ? 
Virginius {itm-ting forward). To be sure slie will ! 
— a most wise (jiiestion that ! 
la she not his slave ! Will his tongue lie for liim - 
Or his hand steal — or tlie finger of his band 
Beckon, or point, or shut, or open for him ? 
To ask him if she'Il swear — "Will she walk or nin, 
Sing, dance, or yag her head ; do any tliing 
That is most easy done ? She'U aa soon swear '. 
What mockery it is to have one's lifo 
In jeopardy by SHch a barefaced trick ! 
Is it to be endnred ? I do protest 
Against her oath ! 

App. No law in Rome, Virginias, 
Secouds you, If she swear the girl's her child, 
The evidence is good, unless conironted 
By better evidence. Look you to that, 
Virginius. I shall take the wonian's oath. 
Virginia. Icilius ! 

Icil. Fear not, love ; a thousand oatlis 
Will answer her. 

App. YoH swear the girl's your ehild, 
And that you sold !ier to Virginins' wife, 
Who paas'd her for her own. Is that yoar oatli ''. 
Slave. It is my oath. 
App. Your answer now, Virginins. 
t'ir^iniifs. Ilere it is ! 

l^Brings Virginia foitcard. 
Is tliis the daugliter of a slave ? I know 
'Tis not with men, aa shrubs and trees, that by 
The aboot you know the rank and order of 
The Stern. Yet who from ancb a stein wonld look 
For such a shoot ? My witnesaes are these — 
The relatives and friends of Nnmitoria, 
'^VI.o saw her, ere Virginia's birth, sustain 
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3 38 VIRGINirS. 

The bürden which a mother bears, nor feds 

The weight, with longing for the sight of it. 

Hcrc aro the ears that listen' dto her sighs 

In nature's hour of labour, wliicb siibsides 

In the embrace of joy— the hands, that when 

The day first look'd upon the infant's faee, 

And HBver look'd so pleasod, help'd them up to it. 

And bless'd her for a blcssing — Here, the eyea 

That saw her lying at tlie generoiis 

And sympatbetic fount, tbat at her ciy 

Sent forth a stream of liquid llving pearl 

To cherish bor eoameU'd veins. The lie 

Is most unfruitful then, tbat takes the flower — 

The very flower cur bed connitbial grew — 

To prove its barrenness ! Speak for me, friends ; 

Have I not spoke the truth ? 

Wotnen and Citizens. You liave, Virginius. 

-^pp- Silence ! keep silenoe tbere ! No more of that ! 
You're very ready for a tumult, Citizens. 

\^Troops appear hehind. 
Lictors, make way to let these troopa advance. 
WeVe had a taste of your forbearance, inasters, 
And wisli not for another. 

Firginiu». Troops in tlie Forum ! 

App. Virginias, have you spoken ? 

Virginiug. If you have heard me, 
I have : if not, l'il speak again. 

App. Yoit need not, 
Virginins ; I have evidence to give, 
Which, should you speak a hundrod tinics again, 
Woiild make yotir pleading vain. 

Virginins. Your band, Virginia ! 
Stand cloae to me. \_Aside. 

App. My conscience will not let me 
Be silent. 'Tis notorious to you alt, 
TItat Claudius' fatbcr, at bis deatb, declared me 
The guardian of bis son. This cheat has long 
Been known to nie. I know the girl is not 
Vii^nius' daughter, 

Virginius. Join your friends, Icilius, 
And leave Virginia to my care. [^Aside. 
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App. The justice 
I should have dono my dient unreqnired, 
Now cited by him, how shall I refuse ? 

Firffinint. Don'ttremble, giri! don t trenible. [Asiüe. 

App. Virgiiiius, 
I feel for you; but, though you were my fatlier, 
The majeaty of justice ebould be sacred — 
Claudius muat take Virginia liome witli liim. 

Virginvua. And if he must, I shouid advise him, Ap- 
To take her home in time, before bis guardian [piuf, 
Complete tlie violation, which his eyea 
Already have begun — Friends ! Fellow-citizens ! 
Look not on Claudius ; loot on your decemvir ! 
He is tbe master claims Virginia ! 
The tongues tbat told him slie was not my chilrl 
Are these — tbe costly charms Iie cannot piiruhase, 
Except by making her the alave of Claudius, 
His dient, bis purveyor, that caters for 
His pleasui'es — markets for him — pioka, and scents. 
And tastes, tbat he ntay banquet — serves bim up 
His sensiial feast, and is not now ashamed. 
In the open, common street, before youT eyes — 
Frighting yonr daughters' and your inatrons' chccks 
With biushes tbey ne'er tbougbt to meet — to hclp him 
To the honour of a Roman maid ! my diild ! 
Who now dings to me, as you see, as if 
This second Ta^uin had already coü'd 
His arins around her. Look upon her, Romans ! 
Befriend her ! succour her ! aee her not polluted 
Before her father's eyes ! — He is but one ! 
Tear her from Appins and his lictors, while 
She is nnstain'd. Yonr handa ! your handa ! your hands 1 

Cit. They're yours, Virginins. 

App. Keep the people back ! 
Support my lictors, soldicrs ! Seize tlie girl, 
And drive tbe people hack. 

läl. Down witli the alavea ! 

[_The people iTKike a shatc of resülanee, hut, upon 
the advancing of the midier», retreat, and leave 
IciLiTis, ViRoiNius, and hu daughUr, S^e., in 
the kands of Appil"s and kis parti/.^ 
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Deserted ! — Cowards ! Traitors ! Let me free 

But for a inoment ! I relied on you ; 

Had I relied upon myself alone, 

I had kept tliem still at bay ! I kneel to yoii — 

Let me but loose a nioment, if 'tis only 

To ntah upon your swords ? 

Virginius. loilius, peace ! 
You See how 'tis, wo are deaerted, ieft 
Alone by our friends, surruunded by our enemies, 
Jfervelesa and helpless*. 

App. Separate thcm, lictois ! 

Virginim. Let them forbear awhile, I pray you, 
Appiua : 
It is cot very easy. Though her arms 
Are tender, yet the hold is strong, by ivhich 
She graspa me, Appius. Forcing them wil! hurt them. 
They'U soon unclasp themselres. Wait but a little : 
You know you're suro of her ! 

App. I liave not time 
To idie with thee ; give her to my lictors. 

Virginim. Appius, I pray you, wait ! If she is not 
My child, she hath heen like a child to me 
For fifteen yearg. If I am not her fathcr, 
I have bcen like a father to her, Appius, 
For even such a time. They that have lived 
So long a time together, in so near 
And dear aociety, may be allow'd 
A little time for parting. Let me take 
The matd aside, I pray you, and confer 
A moment witb her nurse ; periiaps she'll give me 
Some token, will unlooae a tie, so twined 
And knotted round my heart, tliat if you break it, 
My heart breaks with it. 

App. Have your wiah. Be brief ! 
Lietors ! look to them. 

Virginia. Do you go from me ! 
Do you leave ! Father ! Father ! 

* Appius. Away with him ! 

Icilhis. Virginia ! Tyrant ! My Virginia ! 

Appius. Away with him, &c. [Icilius is burnc "ff. 
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Virgin'ms. No, my cliild ; 
No, iiiy Virginia — eonie along with me. 

Virginia. Will you not leave ine ? Will j'ou take 
me witli yoii ? 
WiU you take me homo ngain? 0, bless you, blesa 

My iather ! my dear fathcr ! Art thou not 
My fatlier ? 

[^ViReiMUS, perfectly at a loss what to do, haks 
anxioutly around tite Forum ; at Imgth Im eye 
falh on a hutdier's stall witk a hnife upon tt. 
Virginim. This way, my cliild — No, no ! I ain not 
going 
To leave thee, my Virginia ! I'll not leave tlice. 

App. Keep back the people, soldiere ! Let tlieni 

Approach Virginiuä ! Keep tlie people back ! 

[Vjhsinius aeeuree the knife. 
Well, liave you done ? 

Virginiu$. Short time for converse, Appius ; 
But I have. 

App. I Iiope you are satisfied. 
Virginiu*. I am — 
I am — that she is my dangliter ! 
App. Take her, Hctors ! 

[^ViKCiNiA ghrieks, and falh Italf dead upon hur 
father's Shoulder. 
Virginius- Another moment, pray you. Bear with 

A little — ^'Tis my last embrace. 'Twont try 
YoOT patience beyond hearing, if you'ro a man ! 
Lengthen it aa I may, I cannot make it 
Long ! My deai child ! My dear Virginia ! 

[_Kis»ing her. 
Thero is one on!y way to save thine honour — 
'Tis thia !— 

\_Stahs her and draws out the knife. Iciliüs h'enks 
front the Soldiers that held kirn, andcatches her. 
Lo ! Appiua ! with this innocent blood, 
I do devote thee to th' infernal gods ! 
Make way there ! 
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142 VIBÖINirS. 

App. Stophiml Seizehim! 

Urffinius. If they dare 
To tempt tlio desperate wcapon, that is maddeti'd 
"With drinking iny daugUter's blood, wliy Ict tliem : 

It rushes in amongst tliem. "Way tliere! Way ! 

[Goeg out tkrougk the Soldürs. 
Enter Howoftius and Valebius. 

Hon. "VVliat tumult's this ? — 

The fair Virginia 

Kill'd by her father's hand, to save her from 
Tlie lust of Appius Claudius ? Most foul cause, 
That makea so dark a docd look fair ! 

App. Kemove 
Tho body, lictors, 

IrAl. At the peril of 
Tbeir lives! Death is abroad, at work, and most 
In earnest wben with such a feat as this 
He opens bis esploits ! 

App. Obey me, slaves ! 

Hon. Defend tbe body, freemen. There's a spark 
Remaining still, whicb, tlioiigh not strong cnuugh 
To ligbt it up wiih its onn bcauteous lil'e, 
May yet rekindle liberty, and savo 
Expiring Ronie ! 

Cit. It shall not be removcd ! 

App. Seize it, I say ! 

Val. Back, slaves ! Give place to freemen ! 

^A tumult ensues ; the peoph deprive the Lictors of 
their/asces, and dri^ theta,with the Soldien, tcit/i 
Appius Claudius, ^-c, off the «tage, then return 
skouting. 

Jc'd. Ay, shout, and shout : a far more glorious cause 
Call'd for your voices, and you had not then 
The breath tn whisper, Howthatear had tbank'd you, 
Had you as tcnder been of the jewel of 
Its precioua sense as of the empty casket ! 

Hon. A littcr, Citizens, to lift the body, 
And bear it through tlie streets ; tho spectacle 
Will fill alt eyes with tears, all hearts with uro ! 
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Idl. No liand but mine sliall toiich it ; I will bo 
Its living bier. 

Hon. IciliuB, listen to me ! 
Thou art not now thyaelf, and Isnowest not 
Tliere is a aweeter strain tlian that of grief — 
Revenge, that drowns it. SufFer us to bear 
Thy bride along the atreets ; a second, but 
TJnstairi'd Lucretia, buying witli her blood 
The life of Rome and freedom ! 

IcÜ. Eomo and freedom ! 
There is your ransom ! sucli a costly one — 
0, you ave dear, to be so dearly won ! 

^Tlien go out. 



ACT V. 
SCENE 1.—A Street. 

Enter Appiiis and Mahci.'s. 
App. I do abjiire all further league with tliem : 
They have moat baaely yielded up their power. 
And compromised their glory. Ilad they dicd 
In their high seata, they had lived demi-gods ; 
But now they live to die like basest men ! 
Power gone, life foUows ! Well ! 'tia well we know 
The worat ! The worst ? — The worst is yet to come ; 
And, if I err not, hither speeds a messenger 
"Whose heel it treads upon, 

Enter Vibiji.anus, hasli/i/, and otlwr Jiccemvirs, ic'ilh 
Marcus. 

Vilid. Honorins and Valerius are elected 
To the consulate. — Virginiiis is made tribune. 

A}^. No doubt the/d fill their offices, when ours 
Were laid so poorly down. You have acted wisely ! 
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Fibul. Wlio could resiat Virginius, raying at 
The head of the revolted troops, with all 
Tlie cominona up in arms ? "Waste uot dear tinie ! 
Louk to your safety, Appius. 'Tis resolved 
Tti cite you instantly bcfore tbe consuls. 

App. Look to my safety, say you ? You would bid 
A man, that's tumbüng from a precipice 
A iiundred fathoms higli, and midway down, 
IjooIc to bis safety ! What bas he to snat;;li at ? 
Air ! — E'en so mucb have I. 

Vihul. Withdraw awliile 
From Eonie. IVe shall recall you with applaiise 
And hoiiOTirs. 

App. Yes ! You saw me on the brink — 
Bttheld it giving way beneath niy feet — 
And saw me tottering o'cr tlie hideous leap, 
Wbose siglit sent round the brain with niadd'ning whirl, 
With but a twig to stay me, whicli you tut, 
Becanse it was your friend that hung by it — 
Most kindly. 

Vihul. Nay, employ the present time 
In looking to your safety — tliat aecured, 
Iteproach us as you will. 

App. I am in your bands, 
Lead me wbich way you please. 

Icil. (icithout). Hold! Stand! 

IciLius enters, viith IIonobius and Valerius as Consuls, 

NU3 



Did I not teil you 'twas the tyrant ? Ixiok, 
Was I not riglit ? I feit that he was present 
Ere mine eye told it me, — You are our prisoni 

App. On what pretence, Icilius ? 

leÜ. Ask of poor 
Virginius, tottering between despair 
And madness, as he seeks the home, where on( 
He found a daugbter ! 

App. I demand due time 
To make np my defence. 

Idl. Demand due time ! 
Appius !— Assign the cause, why you denied 
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A Roman maid, of free condition, 

Her liberty provisionally, while 

Her plea remain'd onjudged, No answer, Appius ? 

Lictors, lay hold upon him — to prison with him ! 

Look to liim well. To prison with the tyrant ! 

[_Appii's and Lictors ^o out on one aide; Icilids 
aiid NüMiTORius on the otlwr. 
Fihul. Let all hia friends, that their own eafety prize, 
SoHcit atraight fop liia ealargement ; doff 
Their marks of Station, and to the vulgär eye 
Disguise it with the garb of inouming ; 'twill 
Conciliate the crowd. "We know them well : 
But Immour them, they are water aoon as fire 1 

[ They go out »everaüy. 



SCENE ll.—Virginim'g Howse. 
Enter Luciva and Sebvia. 

Luc. Is he not yet come home ? 

Seros«. Not since her dcath. 
I dread hia Coming home, good Lucius. 

Luc. A atep ! 'Tia Numitorius and Virginius. 

Serüa. Gods ! how he looks ! — See, Lucius, how 
he looks ! 

Enter Vibqinius, aitended hy Numitorius and othera. 

Virginiui. 'Tis ease ! 'Tis ease ! I am content ! 'Tis 
peace, 
'TiB anything that is niost soft and quiet. 
And after such a dream ! — I want my daughter ; 
Send tue my daughter ! 

Num, Yes, his reason's gone. 
Scarce liad he come in aight of hia once sweet 
And happy home, ere with a cry he feil 
As one Struck dead. — When to hintaelf he camc, 
We found him as yoit see. How is it, brother ? 

Virginim. How should it be but well ? Our cauae 

Think you Kome will stand by, and see a man 
Robb'd of his cbild ? We are bad enough, but yet 
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They sliould not so mistate us. We are slaves, 
But not yet monsters.— Call my daughter to me. 
What keeps her thus ? I never stept witliin 
The threahold yet, witliotit her meeting me 
Wit5i a kiss. She'a very long a-ooming. Call her ! 
Num. Iciliua comes ! See, niy Icilius, see ! 

Enter Icilius. 
Virginius. Come, come, make ready. Brother, you 

Go on before : I'U hring her aftcr you. 

Icil. IIa! 

Num. My Iciliua, what a sight is there ! 
Virginins' reason is a wreci, so stripp'd 
And broken up by wave and wind, you scaroe 
Would know it was the gallant bark you saw 
Biding so late in safety! 

IcU. {taking Vibginius's Jiand'J. Fatlicr ! FatLer ! 
That art no more a father ! 

Virginius. Ha ! what wet 
Js this npon my liand ? A tear, boy! Fie, 
For shame ! Is that the weapon yon would guard 
Yonr bride with ? First essay what steel oan do ! 

Num. Not a tear has bloss'd his eye since her death ! 
No wonder. 
The fever of his brain, that now bums out, 
Has drunk the source of sorrow'a torrents dry, 

Icil. You would not have it otherwise ? 'Twas fit 
The bolt, that stnick the aole remaining brauch. 
And blasted it, sliould set tlie trunk on fire ! 

Num. If we could make him weep — 

IcU. I havo that will make him, 
If aught will do it. 'Tia her urn. 'Twas that 
"Which first drew tears from me. I'U fctch it. But 
I cannot think you wise, to wake a man 
Who's at the mercy of a tempcst ! Better 
You auffer him to aleep it through. [Icilius goes out. 

Virginkm. Gather your frienda together : teil them of 
Dentatus' murder. Screw the chord of rage 
To the topmost pitch. Mine own is not mine own ! 

{_Laug!m. 
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TIRGIKItrS. 147 

That'a stränge enougli. "Why does he not disjlute 
My right to ray own fleah, and teil my heart 
Its blood ia not itsown ? Ile might as weil, \_Laughs. 
But I want my cliild. 

EiitfT Lucius. 

Luc. Justice will be defeated. 

Virffiniug, "Wlio saya that ? 
He lies in the face of t!ie gods ! She is immutable, 
Immaculate, and immortal ! And tbough all 
The guilty globe should blaze, she will spring up 
Throngh the fire, and soar abo¥e the crackling pile, 
With not a downy feather ruffled by 
Its fierceness ! 

Num. He is not himself ! What new 
Oppression comes to teil na to our teeth, 
"VVe only mock'd ourselTcs to tbink the days 
Of thraldom past ? 

Lue. The friends of Appins 
Beset the people witb solicitations. 
Tbe fickle crowd, that change with every change, 
Begin to donbt and soften. Erery moment 
Tbat's lost, a friend is lost. Appear among 
Yonr friends, or lose them ! 

Num. Lncius, you 
Bemain, and watch Virginius. 

\^Goet ovi, ßtllmced hyall lul Lucius and Servia. 

Virffinius. You remember, 
Don't you, nurse ? 

Ser. "What, Virginius ? 

Virffiniiu. That she nursed 
The cbild herseif. Inquire among yonr gossips, 
Which of them saw it ; and, with such of them 
As cao avouch tbe fact, without delay 
ßepair to the Forum. Will she come or not ? 
I'U call myself ! — She will not dare ! — when 
Did my Virginia dare — Virginia! 
Is it a voioe, or notbing anawers me ? 
I hear a sound so fine — there's nothing lives 
'Twixt it and silence. Such a slender one 
I've heard when I haye talk'd with her iit fancy ! 
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A pliantom soiind ! Aha ! She is not liere ! 

They told me siie was lierc — thcy have deceived me ; 

And Appiiis was not made to give her up, 

But keeps her, and effbots liia wicked purpose, 

Wtile I stand taiking here, and ask you if 

My daughtor is my daugliter ! Thoiigh a legion 

Sentried that brotliel, whicii he calla hia palace, 

I'd tear her front him ! 

Luc. Hold, Virginma ! Stay! 
Appius is now in ptison. 

Virffinius. "Witli my daiiglitor ! 
He has secured her thcre ! Ha ! has he so ? 
Gay Office for a dungeon ! Hold me not, 
Or I will dasji you down, and apoil yoii for 
My keeper. My Virginia, atruggle with him ! 
Appal him with thy shrieks ; ne'er faint, ne'er faint ! 
I am Coming to thee ! I am coming to tliee ! 

[ViRGiNiTJS rimhes out, follmced hy Lucius, 
Servia, and otkers. 



SCENE III.— ^ Dimgeon. 
Appius discovered. 
App. Frora the palace to the dungoon Js a road 
Trod oft — not oft retrod. IVhat hopc hare I 
To paco it back again ? I know of noue. 
I am as one that's dead I The dungeon, that 
Enclosea fallen greatnesa, may as weil 
Be call'd its tomb. I am as iimch the carcasa 
Of myself, as if the atring were taken from 
My neck. Their handa long for the office. Oh, 
'Tis worth the half of a plebeian's life 
To get his greasy fingere on the throat 
Of a patrician! Bat I'U balk tiiem. Come! 
Appius sliall have an executioner 
No less illustrioHS than himself. 

i_He is on t/iepoinf of swallowing poisori, 
icAen ViBULANDS enters. 
Who's therc ? 
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Viiul. Your friend ! 
App. My Vibulanua ! 

Vihul. Appius, what 
Was that you hid in aiicli eonfusioa ?ia 
I enter' d ? 

App. 'Tis a drauglit for life, wliich swallow'd, 
She relislies so ricblyj that she carea not 
If ehe ne'or drink again ! Here's healtli to you '. 

Vihul. Not out of such a cup as that, my Appiiis. 
Despair, that bids you drink it, as the eure 
Of canker'd life, but iies tn you, and turns 
Your eyes from liope, that even now Stands ready 
"With outstretch'd arms to rush to your embrace. 
Your friends are busy for you with your foes— , 
Your foes become your frienda. Where'er a frown 
Appears against you, nothing's apaved to make 
The wearer doff it, and put up a sniile 
In its stcad. Your coüeague Oppius ia in prison. 
Your dient too. Their havm's your safety : it 
Diatracta the appetite o' the dogs. They drop 
The morsel they took up before, as soon 
As a new one's thrown to theni. 

App. Thou givest mc iife 
Indeed ! 

Vihul. That I may give thee life indeed, 
I'II waste no [orger timo with thee ; for that 
Already taken to asBure thee of 
Thy fast-reviving fortunes, eheats them of 
The aid should help to re-establ!sh them. 
Farewell, my Appius ! If my absence takea 
A friend from theo, it Icaves one with thee — liope ! 

App. And I will cksp it to me ! Never friend 
Jlade sweeter promisea. But snatch me from 
Beneath the feet of tho vile herd, that'a now 
Bruke loose and roaras at large, I'U show them who 
They'd trample on. Hopc ! Hope ! They say of thee. 
TIiou art a friend that promises, but cares not 
To keep hia word. Tliis once keep thine with Appius, 
And he will giye tiiee out so truc a tongue, 
Thy Word is hond enougli ! — At liherty ! 
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Again at liberty ! givo ine power 
As well, for every mintite of my thraldom 
ril pick a victim from the common herd 
Shall groan Ha life in bondage. Liberty 1 
'Tis triumpli, power, dominion, evcrytliiog ! 
Are ye not open yet, ye servile gates ? 
Let fall your cliains, and pusli yoiir bolts aside ! 
It is your past and future lord commands you ! 

Virginius \ruihing m]. Give me my daughter ! 

App. Ha ! 

Virginius. My child ! my daughter ! 
My daugliter ! my Virginia ! Give lier nie ! 

App. Tliy daughter ! 

Virginius. Ay ! Deny that she is mine, 
And I will strangle tliee, unless the lie 
Should cliokc thce first. 

App. Thy daughter ! 

Virginius. Play not with me ! 
Provüke me not I Equivocate, and lo ! 
Thou sport'at witli fire. I am wild, distracted, mad ! 
I am all a fiame — a flame ! I teil tliee once 
For all, I want my child, and I wiD have her ; 
So give ber to me. 

App. Caged with a madman ! Hoa ! 
"Without there! 

Virginia». Not a step thou stirr'st from hence, 
Till I have found my child. Attempt that noiae 
Again, and I will stop tbe Tent, that not 
A sqncak sliall paas it, There are plugs for you 
Will keep it air-tight ^shoteing kis fin<jerf\. Please 

you, give me back 
My daughter. 

App. In tnith she is not here, Vii^iniua ; 
Or I wonld give her to thee. 

Virginius. Wonld ! Ay, should ! 
Though would were would not. Do you say, indeed, 
She is not here ? You nothing know of her ? 

App. Nothing, Virginius ! good Virginius, nothing. 

Firginim. How if I thrnst my liand into your breast, 
And toro your heart ont, and confronted it 
With yonr tongue ? I'd like it. Shall we try it ! Fool ! 
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Are not the ruffiana leagued ? The one would swear 
To tbe tale o' the other. 

App. By the gods, Virginius, 
Your daughter is not in my keeping. 

Virginvui, Well, 
Then I must seek her elsewhere. I did dream 
That I had murder'd her — 'Tis false ! 'twas bnt 
Ä dream — She isn't here, you say — Well ! well '. 
Then I niuat go and seek her elsewhere — Yet 
Slie'a not at liome — and where eise should I seek her 
But thero or here ? Here ! here ! here ! Yea, I say, 
But there or here — I teil yoii I muat find her — 
She must be here, or what do you here ? What, 
But auch a wonder of rieh beauty could 
Deck ont a dungeon so aa to despoil 
A palace of ita tenant ? Art tliou not 
The tyrant Appiua ? — Didst tUou not decree 
My danghtet to be Claudius' slave, who gave her 
To his maater ? Have you not secured her here 
To compass her dishonour, ere her father 
Arrives to claim her? 

App. No. 

Virginim. Do you teil me so 1 
Vile tyrant ! Think you, shall I not believe 
My own eyes before your tongue ? Why, there ahe is ! 
There, at your back — her looks diaheveH'd and 
Her vestinent tom ! Her cheeka all faded with 
Her pouring tears, as fiowera with too much rain ! 
Her form no longer kept and treasured up 
By her maiden-pridc, like a rieh casket, cast 
Asido, neglected and foi^ot, because 
The richer gern was shrined in it is lost ! 
Villain ! is this a sight to ahow a father ? 
And have I not a weapon to requite thee? 

\_Searches about his clotJics. 
Ha ! here are ten ! 

App. Keep down your hands ! Help ! help ! 

Virffinim. No other look but that ! Look on ! iook 
It tums my very flesh to ateel — Brave girl ! ^on ! 

Keep thine eye fix'd — let it not wink — iook on ! 
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Eltler NusriTOBius, IciLira, Lucius, Guard, and Saldier, 
bearing Virginia» urn. 

Num. Not hers ! 

Lue. Is tliis the dungeon ? — Appiua ia not here, 
Nor yet Virginiua. You have sure mistaken. 

Gward. This is the dungeou — HereTirginius enter'd. 

Num. Yet is not here ! — Hush ! The abode of death 
Is just SM BÜent. Gods ! should the tyrant take 
The fathei's life, in satisfaction for 
The deed that robb'd him of the daughter'a charras — 
Huah ! hark ! A groan ! There'a somcthing stirs ! 

huc. 'Tis this way ! 

Num. Come on ! Protect liim, gods, or pardon me 
If with my own hand I revenge his dcath. 

\iT/ie^ ffo out. 



SCENE lY.—Amtker Dungeon. 
ViBGiNiuB discovered on ime knee, «>ith Appiub /i/injf dead 

beß/rehim. £«(«■ Numitorivs, Icilii/s, Lucius, Citi- 

eens, and olkers. 

Num. What's here ? Virginiua ! with the tyrant 
pTostrate and dead '. 

Lue. His senses are benumb'd ; there is no adit to 
bis mind, by wliich our words can reach it. Help to 
Kuae him : the motion may recal perception. 

Num. His eye is not so deathlike fis'd : it movea a 
little. 

Luc. Speak to him, Numitorina ; he knows your 
Toice the beat. 

Num. Virgioius ! 

Luc. I think he liears you ; apeak again. 

Num. Virginius ! 

Firffinius. Ah ! 

Lue. That sigh has hurst the spell which held him. 

Num. Virginius! my dearbrotber ! 

Virginius. Lighter ! lighter ! My heart isten tiroes 
lighter! What a load it has heaved off! Where is 
he ? I thought I had done it. 
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Nnm. Virginius ! 

Virginius. Well, mho are you ? "What do you want ? 
I'll answer what I've done. 

Num. Do yoTi not know me, brotiier ? Speak, Iciliua, 
try if he knowa you. 

IcÜ. Virginius ! 

Num. Try again. 

Idl. Virginius! 

Virginiut. That voicc — tliat voice — l know that 

It minda me of a voico waa coupled with it, 

And made auch music, onee to hear it waa 

Enough to niake it ever after be 

Bementber'd ! [Icilil's places the um in kis Aand']- 
What's this ? 
leil, Virginia ! 

QViBGiNius looks akemalel^al Icilius and the Vrn 
— foofe at NüMiToKiüs aud Locius — semu par- 
tic/ilarlt/ Struck iy hü mcumtnff — looki al the 
Vrn agaiv — hursts into a pastion of tears, and 
exc/aims, " Virginia ! " — Falk on Icii-ius's 
neck. Curtain drops. 
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EPILOGUE, 

BY BAERY CORNWALL, ESQ. 
Spoken hy Miss Bruntoti. 



n path, which many tread, 
We will not wakt with. jokes our poet dead : 
Nor shame the j'oung creations of hia pen, 
By bidding all, wlioVe perish.'d, bo again. 
The pale Vii^nia, in her bloody shroud. 
Lies like a shrioed Saint. — Oh ! then, aloud 
Shall wo break acurril jesta, and bid depart 
Those thoughta of her, whieh fill and teach the heart ? 
No moral now we offer, squared in form, 
But Pity, like the sun-light, bright and warm, 
Comes mix'd with showers ; and, feding, leaves behiiiJ 
A beauty and a blosaom on the miiid, 
We do not stKun to show that " thus it grows." 
And " hence we leam " what everybody knows : 
But Casting idle dogmas (words) aside, 
We paint a villain in bis purple pcide ; 
And tearing down a power, that grew toö bold, 
Show — merely what was done in days of old. 
Leaviag tliis imagc on the soul, we go 
ünto our gentler Btoiy touch'd with woe 
(With woe that wantons not, nor wears awoy 
The heart), and lovc too periect for decay, 
But wliatsoe'er we do, we will not ahame 
Yonr befter feeling, with an idie game 
Of grin and niimicry (a loathsome task) ; 
Or Strip (he great Muse of her niighfy niask, 
And hoöt her from her throne of tears and sii,'hs, 
üntil from folly and base jest sbe dies. 
No ; let her life be long, her reign aupreme — 
If but a dream, it is a glorious dream. 

Dwell then upon our tale ; and bear along 
With you, deep tJioughta — of love — of bitter wrong — 
Of freedom — of sad pity — and last of pow'r. 
The tale ia fitted for an after hour. 
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SCENE l.—T}iB Outside of ihe Castle of Altor/.- 
Alpine Scenerff in tke Background. 



Enter Walkman o(irf Micuael. 

Wal. Don't teil nie, Michael ! thou dost lead a life 
As bootlesB aa a jester's— worae tlian his, 
For he lias high retaining. Evcry one 
Calla thee hia fool— -tlie gailant and the boy, 
The gentle-born and baae ! Tliy graceless nauie 
Is ever tagg'd to feasts, and shows, and games, 
And sancy brawls, which men as young as thou 
Diacourse of with grave looks. What conies of thia ? 
"Wiirt make thee rieh ? Will't givo thee place in life ? 
Will't huy thee honour, friendahip, ot esteem ? 
Will't get thee rererenco 'gainst grey hairs ? 

Mk. Good father !— 

Wal. The cuirent of thy lifo doth counter run 
To that of other men's. Thy spiiita, which 
Were reason in thee, when thou wast a child, 
As tameleaa still, now thou'rt hecome a man, 
Are folly ! Thnftleas life, that may be call'd 
More rational when in the nurse's lap 
Than when in manbood'a chair ! Survey thoae towers, 
And act the revel o'er of yesternight : 
Tliink of the tyranta wbom they lodge, and then 
Link handa with fools and braggarts o'er their wine : 
FaDcy tke sounda their diingcons hear, and teil 
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Of such and such a jest of thine, tliat made 
Thy wantoii comradeg roar. 

Mic. Dear father ! 

fVal. Pshaw! 
Thou canst not try to apeak with gravity, 
But one perceiyes thou wagg'st an idie tongue ; 
Thou canst not tryto look demure, but, spite 
Of all thou dost, thou ahow'st a, laugher's check ; 
Thou canat not n'en essay to walk aedate, 
But in thy very gait one Sees the jest, 
That's ready tu break out in apite of all 
Thy seeining. 

Mic. Vra a melancholy man, 
That can't do that which with good will I would ! 
I pray thee, father, teil me what will change me? 

Wal. Hire thyself to a sextou, and dig graves : 
Never keep Company but at funerala : 
Beg leave to take thy bed into the church. 
And sleep tliere : fast, until thine abatinence 
Upbraid the anchorite with gluttony ; 
And when thou talk'st reflection, feast on naught 
But water and stale hread : ne'er apeak, except 
At prayers and grace ; aud as to mnaic, be 
Content with ringing of the passing-beli 
"WTien souls do go to their account. 

Mi/:. But if 
The bells, that ring as readily for joy 
Ab grief, should chance to ring a merry peal, 
Aud they sliould drop the eorse — 

Wal. ITien take the rope, 
And hang thyself : I know no other way 
To change thee. 

Mic. Nay, I'll do some great feat yet. 

Wal. You'll do some great feat ! Take me Gesler's 
Castle ! 

Mic. Humph! thatwould be a feat, ind«ed! I'll 

Wal. You'll do it ? You'll get married, and have 

And be a sobcr Citizen, before 

You pare your bread o' the crust, You'll do it f You'll 
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Do nothing ! Livo iintil you are a hundred, 

"When death shall catch you, 'twill be laughing. Do it. 

Look grave, talk wise, live soher, thou wilt Ao 

A harder thing, but that thou'lt never do. 

I^Waldman goes out. 

Mic. Hard aentence, tliat ! Dame Nature ! gentle 
mother, 
If thou hast made me of too rieh a mould 
To bring the common aeed of life to fruit, 
Is It a fault ? Kind Nature, I shoutd !ie 
To say it ivas. Who would not liave an eye 
To See the aun, wliere othera aee a cloud ; 
A skjn so teniper'd as to feol the rain, 
Gave other men tlie agne, liim refresh'd ; 
A frame so vcmal, aa, in spite of snow, 
To think It's genial summer all year round ; 
And bask hiniself in bleak December's scowl, 
WTiile othera sit and shiver o'er a hearth ? 
I do not know the fool would not be such 
A man ! Shall I upbraid my heart because 
It hath becn so intent to keep me in 
An ampie levenue of precious mirth, 
It hath forgot to Loard the duUer coin 
The World do trade on ? No, not I, no more 
Than I would empt my coffors of tbeii gold, 
"Were they so furnish'd, to make room for braBs, 
Or diaenthrone the diamond of my ring — 
Suppoaed the gemmcd toy my finger wore — 
To scat a sparkless pcbble in ita place ! 
Yet here comes that, despite my wealth of mirth, 
Can make a beggar of me ! Father, could 
You aee me now, you'd find me aans a smile 
In all my jester's scrip. 
Enter Gesler's ArcJiers, e^corting some Sviks Peasants, 

prisoners; (Aey cross the Stage, and enter the Porch ofthe 

Caitle, — Tbll, ol a short distance,following them. 

Teil. ^To iliciiAT.ij, lehoü lookinff öfter them as ihef/ 
enter theporck.^ Do you know them ? 

Mic. No. 

Teil. Nor I, thank Heaven '. How like vou that ? 

Mic. What? 
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Tdt. Tliat. 

Mie. I like it not. 

Tdl. It might aa well be you or I. 

Mie. It might. 

Teil Do yo« live in Altoif ? 

Mie. Yes. 

Teil. How go tliey on 
In Altorf? 

Mie. As you see. Wliat was a sight 
A month ago, liatli not tlie wonder now 
To draw them 'cross the tliresliold ! 

Teil. Would you like— 

Mie. What wouldst tlion say to me ? 

Tdl. No matter, friend. 
Something so siight, that in the thinking on't 
'Twas gone. The field uf Grutli, Teil !— the hour'a 
At hand. The spirits are expecting thee 
Shall bring tliy country back the timea again 
She'd wonder this to aee ! 

Mie. Stay, friend ! a word. 
If of my niind thou haply art, and thlnk'st, 
Wien fortnne will not make us tlieme of mirth, 
Ourselves may take tlie task in hand — 

Teil. For what ?— 
Good day ! {_E.r.it liastily. 

Mie. Äcquaintance briefly broke aa made ! 
Take Gesler'a castie, did my father say ? 
Would I were well within the raniparts, and 
At large aa now ! I might do suth a thing. 
Soft ! Who comes here ? Jagheli ! Ha ! a youth, 
That's tender as a love-eick damsel'a aigii. 
What bringa him sighing here ? The Seneschal 
Has a fair daughter ! Friend Jagheli, raind 
Thy secret. Half on't I liave got already 
Witliout thy Icavc ; the reat thyself shalt give me. 

[Retirm. 
Enter Jagheli and three Savoyards, with gvitars. 

Jag. You know the air, I'm sure ; 'tis Tery aweet : 
The young muaician who composed it loved ; 
But 'twaa a hootless flame ! You must have heard 
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Tho story ? It is swd lie taught the lady, 
"Who was of high degree, and made tliat strain 
To sing to her the love he dared not speak : — 
Don't you remcnibor it ? The sequel was 
A moumful one ! The lady liked the strain, 
But did not see the tender minstrers drift ; 
And still she'd have him sing it, which he did 
With pining heart, o'er hopeleas lahour breaking ! 
He sung it tili he died, and then, at last, 
The lady found his themo ; when, stränge to teil ! 
With sweet contrition she dissolved away. 
And ne'er press'd bridal bed, save the cold one 
They made for her beside him. Draw thy band 
Across the strings, and wake thy saddest chord ; 
Perchanoe 'twill mind me of it. Thou hast hit it ; 
See if the rliymes I've strung for it agree. 

^Michael iisten» ot the hack of ike etage, umeen 
Jagheli and Savoyards. 



Lady, youre so heavenly fair ! 

Though to love is madness, still 
Who beholds you can't forboar, 

But adores against his will, 

Reaaon warms ilie lieart in vain ; 

Headlong- passion won't obey : 
Hope's deceived, and sighs again; 

Love's abjured, yet holds its sway. 

Mic. I pray you, have the ditty o'cr again ; 
Of all the strains that mewing niinstrels sing, 
The lover's one for me. I could expire 
To hear a man, with bristles on bis chin. 
Sing soft with iiptum'd eyes and arched brows, 
Which talk of trickling tears that never fall. 
And through the gamiit whine bis tender pain ; 
Wliile A and B and C such anguish speak, 
As never lover feit for mistrcss lost. 
Let's have the strain again. 

Jag. To make tbee mirth ? 
When Im thy lackey, honest Michael, I'll 
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Provide tliee miisic. There, with tliai;!;.* t'i boot. 

\^Gwes moriet/ to liamf/ardt, wko go out. 
I am not in tliy pay, 

Mic. No ; but I mean 
To täte tiice into it. Wilt tliou hire witli mo ? 
Nay, hang tliy coynesSj man ! Why, thinkest tliou 
Thou art tbo only man in Altorf knows 
The SenescbaJ has a fair daughter ? 

Jag, Fair 
Or not, she's nonght to me. 

Mte. Indeed ? Oh, tlien, 
I'I! teU her so ! 

Jag. You do not know her ? 

Mxe. No; 
For any profit it can bring to tbee. 
I pray tbee, teil nip, hath slie not bla«k teeth ? 

Jag. Thou know'st 'twould take tbe pearl to ehal- 
lenge them, 

Mie. Her nose, I tbink, is somewbat set awry ? 

Jog. It sits like dignity on beauty's face. 

Mic. Her hair is a dull black ? 

Jag, 'Tis shining gold ! 

Mie. Her figure's squat ? 

Jag. Bctwixt tbe füll and slim, 
A mould where vie tbe riebest charms of both ! 

Uic. Well, tiien, she bobbles in her gait ? 

Jag. She moves the ligbt and flexible chamois, 
If you could lend the chamois her beauty, 
And add to that her modcst stateliness. 

Mic. You are a hopeful paintcr, sir ! How well 
You've drawn tho daiigbter of tbe Seneachal ! 

Jag, Good Michael, thou'rt a jester ; but thou'rt kind. 
Thy mirtb doth feast at every man's espense ; 
Yet with such graee of Trankest confiiJenco, 
That nonc begrudge tbee. Wilt thou be my friend ? 
I love tbe daughter of the Seneschal ; 
Help me to see her. 

Mic. Come to oburch with me 
Next Sunday, 

Jag. I was there last Sunday, Michael — 
And Sunday before last — and Sunday, too, 



db,Google 



Prcccding tliat. I Tie'er miss cliurcU, for thete 
I seR thc daughtcr of tlie Senesclial. 

Mk. How wondrously tliou'rt grown of latc ! 
Tliey say there is a young mau in tiie cliurch 
That lias bis prayers by heart — iin!es8 iadeed 
He reada tliein in a certain angel face 
On which he looks, and says theni word for word, 
From end to end, nor e'er is seen to tum 
To otlier page. Can it be thou they mean ? 
Tliou'lt have a iiame for most rare sanctity ! 
Joff. Good Micbael, canst tliou lielp me ? 
Mic. If I knew 
The lady. 

J(ft7. Wliat! dost thün not know her, tlien ? 
Witli wliat impcdiments is love environ'd ! 

Mic, Why, that's love's gain ; it would not eise 1 
Love's the impediments tliat lovere meet ; [lov 

Or wlierefore aing it, as your pocts do, 
A thing tliat lives in plots and stratagems ? 
They know not love wlio need but woo to wed, 
But they who fain would wed, but dare not woo ; 
That's to be sound in lov& — to feel it from 
The heart's deep centre to the fingers' enda, 
As sweetest fruit is that wliich is forbid. 
So faireat maid is she that is withheld. 
"Wlien I do fall in love, 111 pick a maid 
Whoae sire haa vow'd her to a nuimcry ; 
And she shall have, moreover, for her warders, 
Two inaiden aunts, past wooing; and to these 
I'll add an abigail, lias bridesmaid stood 
To twenty younger cousins, yet lias ne'er 
Been ask'd herseif; and under her I'U aet 
A male retainer of the famiiy 
For twenty years or more — aa siirly as 
A maatiff on the chain ; and, that my fair 
May lack no sweet provocative of love, 
Her tempting lattice shal! be grated, and 
Her bower shall be aurrounded with a wall 
Füll ten feet high, on wliicb an iron row 
Of furked shrubs shall stand and beckon me : 
And then I'll be a lover ! 
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Jag. Show nie how 
Thou'dst win thy love by winning mine for itiu. 
Mic. Hush ! here's tlie servant of the Seneachal ; 
A dog he sends on errands, without brains 
To take them half a yard ! What ! woiildat attcmpt 
To win tlie daughter of the Seneschal ? 
Wouldst entcr Gesler'a Castle ? 
Jag. Ycs! 
Mic. The man— 
The Tery man for me '. — Aside, and mark ! X.Tkey retire. 
Enter 'B&AVfi, frmn Porcb. 
Bra. Three yards of buckram— right ! Thread 
thereunto — 
But how much thread ? a hank ? — 9. hank's too much 
To sew three yards of huckram ! It must be 
A akein. Ä skein it is ! right there. What next ? 
Twelve buckles with the straps — that ia, twelve atraps, 
Oh, very tight ! In the fourth place, a score 
Of needlea — twenty needlcs to the score- 
I'm right again, by that ! And lastly — what 
Comes lastly ? Something is behind, I know, 
For I bethonght me of my fingera, to 

Enter Seneschal. 
Kemember, there were five thinga I should get ; 
And what's the fifth ? Or have I connted wrong 1 
.There'a buckraia, one — thread, two — a skein of thread, 
Twelyo buckles, and the atraps — the straps and they 
Do go together — three : the fourth tliing is 
A score of needlea. There'a my little finger 
Remaining yet. I'd give my hand to know 
For what that finger Stands, 
Sen. What Stands it for? 
Bra. Dear master ! 
Sen. Dolt! 
Bra. Kind maater ! 
Sen. Jackaiiapea ! 
What Stands it for? 

Bra. ril teil, and give me time. 
Sen. Whattime? aday? aweek? amonth? ayear? 
Or til! my daughter's dead ? 
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Bra. I was to fetch 
A leecli iinto yowr daiigliter. 

Sen. Wast thou so 'i 
Wilt tho« forget again ? IShakmg hU cane at him. 

Bra. No, sir ! 

Sen. Thou wilt ! 
Or that, or something eise, 

Bra. Irideed, sir, no ! 

Sen. TUen say tliy cvrand o'er again ! Sa/t out ! 
See tliou art rialit in every tittle on't, 
Or look to't. Now ! 

Bra. Thrce yarda of buckram — 

Sen. No! 
Begin with the leecIi. 

Bra. I set the leech agaJnat 
My little finger, sir. 

Sen. Begin with bim. 

Bra. My little finger, sir, stood for the leecb. 

Sen. I say, begin with the leecb ! 

Bra. I will ! I will ! 
Well, theo, the leech. I go to bring him to 
My lady, yonr dangher, for she's sick. 

Smi. Go on. 

Mic. ^Aside to Jagheli.] Jagheli, thou must play 
the leech ! Away ! [[Jagheli goes out. 

Sen. Go on. 

Bra. Three yards oi buckram, I'm to fetch — 
Twelve buckies and the straps ; and to conclnde, 
A score of needlcs. 

Sen. ^striking Airn^. Rascal, where's the thread 
To scw the buckram ? Bring' st thou needles, fool ! 
And not the thread ? Eh, starling ? Eh ? Wilt sew 
The buckram without thread ? 

Mic. [^Cominff foncardj anä strikinff kim.'2 Eh? ras- 
Heard ever mortal man the liko of this ? [cai ! Eh 1 
Eh, platter 1 tankard ! nightcap 1 good for naught 
Except to eat, and drink, and sleep ! Forgct 
Thy errand ! Serve thy worthy master thus ! 
Thy patient master ! thy kind master ! — Get 
Three mcals a-day, thy lodging, clothing, hlre, 
And civil words toboot, and yet not he 
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Trustworthy to the fetcliing of a skein 
Of thvead ! Eli I Stomach ! Master Senesclial, 
I'll run your errand atrainlit. A k'ech, tliree yards 
Of buokram, tliread a skein, a gross of needles — 
Bring needles without tliread ! E!i ? gullet ! — and 
A dozen bnckles with tlie straps. 

Sen. Good lad ! 
What art tliou, prithee 1 

Mic, Sir, a sober youtb, 
Son to a wortliy burglier of the town ; 
Was brought up in a mooastery, has 
Kcad Greek and I-atin, knows to cast accounts, 
And writes a band as good as any olerk's 
In Altorf, sir, with sundry other gifts, 
Aa people say, but wliicli 'twere not diacrect 
In nie to speak of. 

Sen. Wby, a modest lad. 
Dost want a Service ? 

Mic. Not as varlets want 
A Service, sir, wlio !et tbeir dnty out 
For coin : I have enougli ; but I wonld serve 
For love at any time, especially 
The Senescbal of Altorf. Shall I run 
Yonr errand ? 

Sen. Why, a model of a youth ! 
Thou shalt. Give him the money, sir. 

Bra. The money ! 

Mic. Ay, Sit-over-meals ! can I provide the things 
AVithout the money ? 

Sen. Rascal, where's the money ? 

Bra. I put it in thia pocket, sir, I'm Sure 
I put it in tliis poekef, ! \_FeeUnff for it. 

Sen. Empty it, sir. 

Mic. ^searching the pockef\. Wbat'stliis? 
A crust of cheeae ! O ne'er-content ! 

Sen. Well ! where is it ? 

Bra. Or could it be in tbis ? 

Sen. Out witli't. 

Mie. [searehinff the other poekef}. What's here ? a 
headof garlic, and 
A capon's leg ! O epiuure ! 
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Sen. The money ! 

Bra, Yes, sir. 

Sen. Tliy vest, try that ! The money, arrali ! 

Bra. Good sir, tliia instant ! 

Sen, Instant, dog ! Wilt swear 
Tliou'lt find it in an hour ? 

Mie. Or in a day. 
Eh ? lack-grace ! knave ! incorrigible knave, 
To chafe so sweet a tempered gentleman. 
What's tliat thou keep'st the last tLree fingers of 
Tliy careful hand üpon ? 

Bra. Tlie money ! there's 
The moBey. 

i_Oj)em hu liand slotdi/, and shoies tke money. 

Sen. Give it him ! 

Mic. A patcli, a rag, 
A tatter of a serving man ! to carry 
HJa master's money in his greasy Land, 
Or think of tlirusting it into his poke, 
Eeceptacle of musty eatables — 
Cheese, gailic, scraps of meat, to wifc ; instead 
Of lodging't in a safe and comely purae. 
I'll run yoTir errand, sir. Threeyardsof buokram, 
A skein of thread, a score of needles, and 
Twelve buokles with straps ; not to forget 
To bring a leech to see your daughter, sir. 
A turnspit cur — I'll run your errand, sir ! 

[ They ffo out severally. 



SCENE II. — The Field of Grutli.—A Lake and 
Mountains. 
Enfer Tell, v>Uh a long bow. 
TfZl. Ye crags and peaka, I'm with yeu once agaln ! 
I liold to you the handa you firet beheld, 
To show they still aro free. Mcthinks 1 hear 
A Bpirit in your ecboea answer me. 
And bid your tenant welcome to bis bome 
Agaiu ! sacred forms, how proud you look ! 
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How high you lift your heads into the sky ! 

How hüge you are 1 how mighty, and how free ! 

How do you look, for all your bared brows, 

More gorgeously majestical than kings 

Whoso loaded coronets exhaust the mine ! 

Ye are the things that tower, that shine — wliose smilc 

Makea glad — whose frown is terrible — whoae forms, 

Kobed or unrobed, do all the impress wear 

Of awe dmne — whose subject nover kneela 

In mockery, because it is youv boast 

To keep him free ! Ye guards of liberty, 

I'm with you once again ! — I cail to you 

^Vith all my voioe ! I hold my hands to you 

To show they still are free ! I rush to you 

Äs though I could embrace you ! 

Erni IwithouQ. William ! William ! 

Teil [_looks oiti], Here, Erni, bere ! 
Elter Erni. 

Em*. Thou'rt sure to keep the time, 
That comest before the lioiir. 

Teil. The liour, my friend. 
Will soon be here. O, wlien will liberty 
Be here ? My Erni, tliat'a my thought, which still 
I find beaide. Scaling yonder peak, 
I saw an eagle wheeling near its brow : 
O'er the abysa hla broad expanded winga 
Lay calm and motionless upon the air, 
As if he floated there without their aid, 
By the sole act of his unlorded will, 
That buo/d him proudly up. Instinotively 
I bent my bow ; yct kept he rounding still 
His airy circle, aa in the delight 
Of measuring the ample ränge beneath, 
And round about, absorb'd, he heeded not 
Tlie death that thrcaten'd liim. — I could not shoot ! — 
'Twas liberty. I turii'd my how aside, 
And let him soar away. 

Fermr [awVÄowf], Teil !— Toll ! 
Enter Vebner. 
Teil. Here, Verner ! 
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Fürst. lmt/iotär\ Teil ! 

Enter Fl'rst. 

Teil. Here, fricnds !— Well met !— Do we go oti ? 

Fer. "Wedo. 

Teil. Then you can rockon on the friends you named ? 

Ver, On every maa of tliem, 

FurH. And I on mine. 

Emi. Not one I sounded, but doth rate his btood 
Äs water in the cause ! Thcn fix tlie day 
Before we part. 

Fer. No, Emi ; rather wait 
For somo new outrage to amaze and rouse 
The common mind, whieh does not brood so muoh 
On wrongs gone by, as it doth quiver with 
The Sense of present onea. 

Tdl. \_To Ferner}. I wisli with Erni, 
Biit I thiak with thee. Yet wlien I ask myself 
On whom the wrong shall light for wliieh wo wait — 
"Whose vineyard they'U «proot — wliose Üocks thcy'll 

ravage — 
Whose threahold they'U profane — whose lieartli pol- 

Intc— 
Whose roof theyll fire ? — When this I ask mysulf. 
And think upon the blood of pious sona, 
Tho tcara of venerable fathers, and 
Tbe shrieks of mothers, flurtering round thcir spoil'd 
And nestless young — I almost take the paxt 
Of gencrous Indignation, that doth hlush 
At sueh expense to wait on sober prudence 

Fürst. Yet it is best. 

TeU. On that we're all agreed ! 
Who fears the iasue when the day sliali come ? 

Ver. Notl! 
Fürst. Nor I ! 

Erni. Nor I ! 

Tdl. I'm not the man 
To mar tbis harmony— -Nor I, no more 
Than any of you ! You commit to mo 
The waming of the rest. Remcmber, then, 
My dagger sent to aoy one of you — 
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As time may press — is worJ enough. Tlie otbera 
I'll See myaelf. Our course is clear. — Deav Erai, 
Renieiiiber me to Melctal. Fürst, provide 
What störe jou ean of arms, Do you the same, 

[_To Ensi and Vkrner. 
The ncxt aggression of the tyraiit is 
The downfal of his power I — Remeinber me 
To Melctal, Erni : — to my father. Teil him 
He Sias a son was nEvcr born to him ! 
Fareivell ! — When next we meet upon this tlieme, 
AU Switzorland ehall witness what we do ! 

\_They go out seeeralli/. 



SCENE III.— ^ Chamber in the inside of the Castk, 
with an open wtndow. 
Enter Anneli aad Agnes. 

Ann. Art suro thou heard'st him ? 

Affn. Do I hear you, coz ? 
As siire did I hear him, and soe him, too, 
From yonder casement. 

Ann. Sweet ! look out agaiu : 
Perhaps ho'il still be tlicro. 

Affn. I wonder, cousiu, 
You'd send anothcr's eyea to look for that 
You'd give your own to see ! You silly thing ! 
Look out yoiirself. \iThe^ go to the iciwifow, 

Ann. Ah, sweet ! look out for me, 
For should he not be tiiere, 'twill pain me less 
To miss him by yonr oyes than by my own. 
In sooth, youVe set my heart a heating so, 
I know Dot, coZj if- 1 have ears or eyes 
To see or hear him ! 

4gn. Well, lend mo your band, 
To help me up. [^Akneli asihts Agnes to dimh up to the 

casmnent.'] Dear lovo, you tremble so 
You'll pull me down ! Ob, silly s!lly thing, 
To bß so scared at wliat you so desire ! 

Ann. Fear, coz, you kaow, is offspring to desire. 
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A^n. A gentle motlier to a froward cliild ! 
Love finda out wonders, coz ; but find not I 
The tliing I look for. No ; he ia not thero. 

Ann. Nay, look again. 

Affii. I cannot make liim there 
By looking, coz — could yuu? 

Ann. I would I could ! 
I'd look my eyes bhnd tili he came. 

Affii. Indeed ! 
And See him then ? 

Ann. And see him then ! the tliought 
Tliat I might seo hira thon would bring me back 
My sight. 

Affü. It would ! oh, wondcr-working love ! 
I would not have you risk your sight, dear coz; 
But I would have you try another thing, 
You'd run no risk to lose, unleaa they wrong 
Our sex, who say its voice is lasting as 
'Tis sweet. Sing, coz : hell hear and come. Come, sing. 

Ann. Sing, cousin ! 

A^, Ay. 

Ann. Am I not sick ? — confined 
To my own chambor — sick, coz — doubly sick — 
For fear of one I would not wed ; for loye 
Of one I would ? Have they not sent just now 
To bring the Icech to see me ? And you'd have 
Me sing ! Oh, thoughtless coz ! 

A^n. For too muoh thought 
Never at rest to do my cousin good. 
Did I not bid tliee hate the Castellain, 
Whcn thou didst aay thou couldst not love him, coz? 
Did I not hid thee !ove the burgher's son, 
When thou didst say thou never couldst hate him ? 
And when thy father awore lie'd have tliee wed. 
And thou didst say thou'dst sooner die than wed, 
Did I not bid thee, coz, fall sick at once. 
And die ? And now, when to the easement comes 
The man thou'dst wish the easement, door, and all, 
Were open to, would I not have thee sing, 
To let him know there's neither holt nor bar ? 
lie'd wisii to draw in love and lumesty, 
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You'd wish him not ? But, couain, as you Buy 
You're sick, and as for your sweet health 'tis good 
That others think so, I'll try and e'uii 
Sing for you, coz. 

AIR. AuNES. 

well you ride, Sir Knight, well 

Yoor courscr you beetride ; 
But you'd ride betfer could you teil 
Who sees you as you ride — 
Not your lady, Sir Knight — not your lady, Sir Kniglit, 
Biit her fether, who wishes you far out of sight. 

O well you sing, Sir Knight, O weil 

Your ditty you rehearae ; 
But j'ou'd sing better could you teil 
Who lista your teuder verse.— 
Not your lafly, Sir Knight— not your lady, Sir Knight, 
But your rival, who's fretting and fuming for spite. 

O well you climb, Sir Knight, O well 

You climb to your lady'a bower ; 

But you'd climb better could you teil 

^Yho aees you scale the tower. 

'Tis your huiy, Sir Knigilt — 'tia your lady, Sir Knight, 

Who wishes the tower was not half the height, 

fast you fly, Sir Knight, fest 

You tiTgs your laden steed ; 
But you'd ride slower, if you guess'd 
How littlo ia the need. 
They have tum'd to the left — you've takeu the right. 
And you shonld be wedding, not riding, Sir Knight. 

Enler the Seneschal. 
Sen. How now! What's this? Ha! singing at 

the caaement ? 
Affn. To please my cousin, sir. 
Sen. How ? Anneli ! 
Agni. I woo'd her from her cliamber : cliange, they 

Is physic to tlie sick, when medicine 
More costly's virtuelcfs ! 
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'S't'ij. And wlio made tliee 
A doctor ? 

Agn. Natiire. 

8en. Nature ? Yes, I doubt not 
'Twas natura taught tliee cliange was good ; it is 
Thy sex's universal remedy — 
Physic they swallow witbout making faces, 
Anneli ! 

Ann. Sir? 

■Ve». Art bettcr, girl ? 

Ann. No, sir. 

Hmv. Better or worse I'U bave theo soon. Tl 

Will straight be Iiere — he sbould bo Coming now. 
Thy Chamber ! 

Ann. \_To Agn^r\ Slionld bo find I am not ill ! 

Agn. He'll find he's not a ducat rieber by it, 
So never fear :— lie'Il find thee very ill. 
If thou art not wel! «ntil be makes thee so, 
Tbou sbalt bo sick, coz, to thy beart's content! 

^Akneli go^ Ob 

Sen. Agnes. 

Agn. Yes, sir. 

Sen. What says tby cousia ? 

Agn. Nought. 

Sen. What didst tbou aay to her ? 

Affn. I to!d her, sir, 
To kcep her beart up, and not fear the leech. 

Sen. Not fear the leecli ! 

Agn. E'er sinoe you spoke of bim, 
She bas done notliing, sir, tut talk of laneets, 
Caustica, and blisters ; powders, nauseous draughts, 
"Witb fifty ütber shocking tbinga, that much 
I fear me, sir, she will feign well to cheat 
The leech. 

Sen. Ha ! think'at tbou so 1 

Agn. l'm sure on't. 
She has been praetising e'er since you named bim. 

Sen. I thougbt abe look'd tnucli better ! 
Agn. Better, ^ir ! 
Sli.i's worse, much worse ! Tiie niiscbief's inward, s 
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In short, alie's going — going, sir: and yet 
She'd sooncr dio tlian undergo tlie leecb. 

Sen. Ke'er fear, ne'er fear ; she sliall not cheat liim so. 
ril not believe liim, thoiigh he says shc's well, 
III make him think her ill, No drug he has 
But shall he ftilly tried on her ; his pills, 
Emplastruma, ointments, julaps, cataplasms, 
Shall take thcir turn witi her ; and if tliese fail 
We'll bring hia knivea and lancets to her ; nor, 
Wlien all ia done, ahall he give o'er, nntil 
Shc's well again, and weds the Castellain 
Enter Braun. 

Braun. The leech is here, sir. 

Enter Michaei., with Jaoheli, dUguised as a Leedi. 

Mic. Sir, I've brought tlie gentienian, 
And all tlie articles you bade me get. 

Sm. Good lad, and active ! 
"Welcome, sir ! Methinks 
He's very yonng ! Art aure he ia a leech ? 

Mk. A leech, sir ! Ay, and such a one — therc's not 
Hia fellow to be found in Altorf, sir. 
Bemember, sir, it is the use of time, 
Not time itsel^ tliat's written in our looks. 
Forty ia younger far than twenty, sir, 
When that sees huabanding, but this does not. 
But never take niy word fort ; only try 
His lanoct — do, air — 'tis miraculong 
IIow skilfully he can phlebotomize, 
No Scratch, sir, prick of a pin, or flea-hite, air, 
Bnt real blade-work. Let him bleed you, sir. 

Sen. No, no ; on aecond looka, methinks hc's not 
So young. 

Mic. Fast forty, sir, 

Sen. Paat forty! Come, 
Take ten from that, 

Mic. Ten, sir ! I |n'ay yo«, lady, 
Provide a ribbon for tin' Senescbal, 
And something soft to make a compress of. 

[Ar.NES goee dut, 
Ten do you say, sir ? Ten ? Ten years ago 
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He bled and blister'd ma— I'U sliow you, sir, 
Tito mark of hia lancet. 

Sen. Nay, good voutli, don't strip 
Tby sleeve. 

Mic. Strip yours, thcn, sir, and let hini try 
Hia skill upon you. Fetch a basin, rascal ! 

[Bräcn^u«« oiU. 
'Twin do you good, sir : for a healthy man, 
Ynu're over-fuU of blood. To lose a little 
Will benefit you much. Your cheek's a tint 
Too florid, sir. Therc'a indigestion in't, 
Which breeds vertigo ; for preventing which 

There's nothing like thc breathing of a vein. 

Re-enter Acnes, with a ribbon, Sjc, ; Braun, mth a l-nsin. 

Mic. Sit down, sir. 

Sen. Nay, good lad ! — \^'Siu-. 

Mic. Good master Icech, 
Your case of instrumenta, wherein you sture 
Your lancets, scalpela, and your scarifiers — 
The Seneachal wants bleeding. 

Sen. No, no, no ! [_Rkes up and ruits. 

I am content — he is a man of skill. 

Mic. Just let liim tako a Single ounee of blood, 
To See how he can use a lancet, sir. 

Sm. I toll thee, no ! — I'm sure he is a lei^ch.— 

Mic. But half an ounce. 

Sen. Good youth, I would not wrong 
The worthy man, by asking him to take 
A Single drop. Vta aure he is a leech ! 
Oue needs but look at him to know that he 
Can bleed ; and for bis years, to see him dose, 
He's far from young; past forty, atleast. 
Good sir, put up your case of inatruments, 
And come along with me to See my daughter. 
And, Agnes, give thia youth a cup of wine, 
"With what you havo that's best to relisli it. 
A most sagacious leech, I'm sure — a, leech 
Than whom uone evcr better look'd his calling. 

END OP ACT !. [ThCff ffO Olli. 
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ACT 11. 

SCENE I.— Tell's Coüage on ihe riyhlof a Mounfam 
— a distant mew of a Lake, hacked by Mountains of 
sfupei/dous heiffkt, tkeir toj» covered witk snow, and 
lighted at tke very point» ly the rising Sun, the rest 
of the distanee betriff ^et in shade — on one side a 
Vineyard. 

Enter Emma,/™»« the Coltage. 

Emma. 0, the fresh moming ! Heaven'a kind 
niessenger, 
That never cmpty handed comes to those 
Wlio know to use ita gifts.— Praise bc to hin» 
Who loads it still, and bids it conatant run 
The en'and of hia bounty '. — Praise be to him '. 
We need his care that on the mountain's cliff 
Lodge by the stomi, and cannot lift out eyes, 
But piles 011 piles of eveHastiog snows, 
O'erhanging us, remind us of liia mercy, 

Albeht appears on an eniinenfx- 

Alb. My mothcr ! 

Emma. Albert ! 

Alb. ^Descendinff.2 Bless thee ! 

Emma. Bless thee, Albert ! 
How early were yon np ? 

Alb. Before the suii. 

Emma. Ay, strive with him. He never lies a-bed 
Whet» it ia timo tu rise. He ever is 
The constant'st workman, that goea through his task, 
And shows US how to work by setting to't 
With amiling face ; for labour's light as eaae 
That choerfulness doth tako in band. Be likc 
The sun. 

Alb. What you would have me like, l'll be iike, 
As far as will, to labour join'd. can luake nie. 

Emma. Well s.-ud, loy boy ! Kadt you, wlieii von 
gotup 
To-day ? 



•dby Google 



jilb. I did ; and do so ovcry day. 

Emma. I know you do ! And tliink you, whoti yoi 
kneel, 
To whom you kneel ? 

A/!/. To IIiM wlio made me, niother. 

Emma. And in wliose name ? 

^;6. The nime of him, wlio died 
For me and all mcn, tiiat all raen and I 
Shoiild live. 

Emma. Tiiat'a right ! Ecmcmber tliat, my son : 
Forget all tliings but that— remember that ! 
Tis more than friends or fortune ; clotliing, food ; 
All things of earth ; yea, lifo itself. — It ia 
To live ■wLen tliese are gone,'.w!iere they are noiiglit 
WitU God ! — My son, reraember that ! 

Alb. I wlU ! 

Emma. You have been eariy up, when I, that play'i! 
The sluggard in comparison, am up 
Füll early ; for tlie highest peaks alone, 
As yet, behold the sun. Now toll mo wliat 
Yoii ought to think on, whun yoii See the siiii 
So shining on tbe peak ? 

Alb. That as the peak 
Feels not the pteasant sun, or feels it least ! 
80 they, wLo highest stand in fortune's smili% 
Are gladden'd by it least, or not at all ! 

Emma. And wliat's the profit you should turn this 
to? 

Alb. Rath^r to place my good in wbat I havc, 
Than think it worthless, wishing to have more ; 
For more is not more liappincss, so oft 
As less. 

Emma. Tm glad you liuabard ivhat you're taucht. 
That is the lesson of content, my sim ; 
He who finds wbich, has all — who misses, nothing. 

Alb. Content is a good thing. 

Emma. A thing, the good 
Alone cau profit by, 

Alb. Jly father's good. 

Etnma. What say'at thou, boy ? 

.(«. I ^ay my father's gooti. 
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Emma. Yes; iieisgood! wliat tlien? 

Alb. I do not thiok 
He ia content — I'm snro he's not content ; 
Nor ivould I be content, were I a man, 
And Gesler seated on tlie rock of Altorf ! 
A man may lack content, and yet be good. 

Emmti. I did not say all guod men found content. — 
I wonid be bxisy ; leave me. 

Ali. You're not angry ? 

Emma. No, no, nij boy. 

Alh. Yüu'll tiss me ? 

Emma. Will 1 not ! 
The time will come you will not ask your motber 
To kiss you ! 

Alb. Never! 

Emma. Not wben you're a. man ? 

Alb. I'll never be a man to see that time : 
I'd ratiier die, now wben I ani a child, 
Than live to be a man, and not love you ! 

Emma. Live— live to be a man, and iove your 
motber ! 
{Thm/ embrace — Albert rum off into the cottage. 
Why sbould my heart sink ? 'tis for tliis we rear tliem ! 
Chcrisb tbeir tiny limbs ; pine if a tbom 
But mar tbeir tender skin ; gather tliem to us 
Closer tban roiser liuga bis bag of gold ; 
Bear more for tliem than slave, wbo makes liis flesb 
A casket for tba rieh purloined gern — 
To send tbem fortb into a wintry world, ' 
To brave its flaws and tempests! — Tbey must go ; 
Far better, tben, tbey go witb bearty will ! 
Be tbat my consobition. — Nestling as 
He is, be is tbe making of a bird 
Wiü own no cowering wlng. 'Twas fine — 'twas fiiic 
To see my eaglet on tbe verge o' tbe nest, 
RufBing bimself at sight of the big gulf 
He fsels anon be'll have the wing to soar. 
Re-enUr Albebt front tlie Collage, «rillt a bow and arrow», 

and a rüde targel, whieh he tiele up durtng tlie first Unes, 

layivg hie bow and quiver m llie ground, 
Wliat bavej'üutlicre? '■■ 
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Alli. My bow and arrows, mother. 

Emma. When will you use tliem like yimr 
boy? 

Alb. Soine time, I Lope. 

Emma. You brag ! There's not an arcbor 
Ih all HeWetia can conipare witb bim. 

Alb. But I'm bis son ; and wbcQ I am a mar 
I niay bc like bim. Motber, do I brag 
To tbink I some time may be like my father ? 
If so, tlien is it he that teacbes me ; 
For ever as I wonder at his akill. 
He calls me boy, and says I must do more 
Ere I b«come a mau ! 

Emma, May you be siicb 
A man as he — if Heaven wills, better — I'll 
Not quarrel with ita work ; yet 'twill content n 
If you are only sucb a man ! 

Alb. I'll sbow yoTi 
How I can sboot. £Shoots.^ Look, motber ! 
within 

Emma. fy ! it wants a band. 

{_Gt)inff into the 
All. A band's 
An indi for mc. VW blt it yet. Now for it ! 
IShüoU 
Wkile Albebt emitiniKs to ghoot, tke 

approackes the Itise qf the mountaiiis in the dia- 
tance, and epreads itself<rBer the lake anA volley. 

Enter Tell, iratehivg Ai^ert swiie iime in si/ence. 
Teil. That's scarüe a miss tbat comes so near tbe 

Well wm'd, young archer ! "WitU wbat ease be bends 
Tbe bow ! To see tbose ainewa, who'd believe 
Such slrengih did lodge in them ? Well aim'd again ! 
Tbere plays tbe akill will tbin the ebamois' lierd. 
And bring tbe lammer-geyer from tbe cloud 
To eartb. Perhaps do greater feata — perbaps 
Make man ita qnarry, wlien he dares to tread 
TJpon bia fellow man. Tliat Uttle arm, 
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His motlier's palm can span, may belp, anon, 
To pull a sinewy tyrant from liis seat, 
And from their cliains a prostrate people lift 
To liberty. I'd be content to die, 
Living to see that day !— What, Albert ! 

Alb. Ah! 
My fatlier. [_Runnmff to Tell, leho emlraces kirn. 

Emma. [_Riinnmff from tke eottage.'\ William ! — 
Welcome, welcome, William ! 
I did not look for you tili noon, and thought 
How long 'twould be ere noon would come! You're 

How soon 'tnill now be here and gono ! William ! 

When you are absent from me, I count time 

By minutea; whicli, when you are here, fiiea by 

In hours, that are not noted tili they're out ! 

Now this is happiness ! Joy's doubly joy 

Tliat comes before the time— it is a debt 

Paid ere 'tis due, wliich filia the owner'a heart 

Witli gratitude, and yet 'tis but his own ! 

And are you well ? and lias the chase proved good ? 

How bas it fared witli you ? Come in ; I'm suro 

You want refreshment. 

Tdl. No; Ididpartake 
A herdsman's meat, upon whose lonely chalet 
I chanced to light. I've had bad sport ; my track 
Lay with tlie wind, which to the start'lish ganie 
Betray'd me still, One only prize ; and that 
I gave mine humble host. You raise the bow 
Too fast. []7o Albert, whohasretumedlolmpractiee.'^ 
Briiig't slowly to the eye — [Albert shwits. 
YouVe miss'd. 
How oftcn have you hit the mark to-day ? 

Alh. Not once yet. 

Tdl, You're not eteady, I perceived 
You waver'd now. Stand firm !— let every limb 
Be braced as marble, and as motionless. 
Stand like the scnlptor's statue on tlie gate 
Of Altorf, that looks life, yet neither breathes 
Nor stirs. [Albert Kho(^.'\ Tliat's better. 

Emma. William ! William !—0 ! 



•dby Google 



WILLIAM TELL. 183 

To be tlie parents of a bot like tlmt ' — 

Wliy speak you not — and fvborcfori' do you sigh ? 

What's in your heart to keep the trinsport out 

That fiUs up mine, wben looking on our cliild 

Till it o'erflows mine eye ? [Albeet i^huois. 

Teil. You've miss'd again ! 
Dost aee the mark ? Rivet your eye to it ! 
There iet it stick, fast as the arrow would, 
Could you but aend it tbere ? 

Emma. "Wliy, William, don't 
You answer me ? [Albert shovls. 

Teil. Again ! How would you farc, 
Suppose a wolf sliould cross your patli, and you. 
Alone, witb but your bow, and only time 
To fix a Single arrow? 'Twould not do 
To miss the wolf ! You said, tbe otber day, 
Were you a man, you'd not Iet Gosler live — 
'Twas easy to say tliat. Suppose you, now, 
Your life or bis depended on tbat sbot ! — 
Take care ! Tliat's Gesler ! — Kow for liberty ! 
Rightto tbe tyrant's lieart ! [| Albert shooU.'\ Well 

done, my boy ! 
Oome hcre ! — Now, Emma, I will answer you : 
I>o I not love you ? Do I not love our child ? 
la not that cottage dear to me, wliero I 
Was born ? How many acres would I give 
Tbat little vineyard for, wbicb I liave watch'd 
And tended since I was a child ? Those crags 
And peaks — wliat spired city would I take 
To live in in excliange for tbem ? — Yet what 
Are these to me ? What is tbis boy to me ? 
What art thon, Emma, to me— wben a breath 
Of Gesler's can take all ? 

Emma. 0, William, tliink 
How little i3 that all to liim— too little 
For Gesler, sure, to take. Bethink thee, William, 
We bave no treaaure. 

Teil. Have we not ? Have wo 
No treasure ? How ! No treasure ? What ! 
Have we not liberty ? — that precioua ore, 
That pearl, that gern, tbe tyrant ciivcts inost, 
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Yet can't enjoy liimself — für wliich he draina 
His coflbrs of tlieir coin — hia land of blood ; 
Goes witliout aleep — pines liimself aallow — pale — 
Yea, makea a pawn of his own soul — lacks case — 
Frets tili tlie liile gnawa appetite away — 
Forgets l)otli hcaven and hell, only tn strip 
The wearer of it ! Emma, wo iiave that, 
And that'a enough for Gealer ! 

Emma. Thcn, indeed, 
My William we haye much to fear ! 

Teil. Wehiive; 
And best it is we know how much. Then, Emma, 
Make up thy mind, wife; makeitup: remember 
Wbat wives andmothers on theae very hills 
Once breathed the air you brcatbe : Helvetia 
Hath chronicies, thc masters of tlie world. 
Äs tbey were call'd — thc Eomans — kept for her : 
And in those chronicies 'tis writ — and praise 
Set down by foea must needa, at leaat, be true — 
'Tia writ, I say, that when the Rhctians — 
They were the eariy tenants of those hills — 
Withstuod the luat of Roman tyranny, 
"With Claudius Drusus, and a certain Nero, 
Sons-in-taw of Octavius Ctesav, at 
Its head — the Rhetian. women, when the men, 
O'ermatch'd by niimbers, dld at laat glve way, 
Seeing that liberty was gone, threw life 
And nature, too, as worthless, after it ; 
Rush'd througb tho gaping ranks of them that flcd, 
And on the dripping weapons of thc red 
VictorioHS van impaled themselves and childreii ? 

Emma. 0, William ! 

Teil. Emma, let ttie boy alone ; 
Don't clasp liini so — 'twill aoften bim l Go, sir, 
See if the Valley senda us ■visitora 

To-day ; some friend, percbance,mayneed tby guldance. 
Away ! [Alüert ffoes out.2 He's better from thee, 

Emma; tho timc 
Is eome, a motber on ber breast shonld fold 
Her arms, as they liad done with such endearmects. 
And hid bor children go from her to hunt 
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For danger, which will presently liunt tliem — 
The less to heed it. 

Emma. William, yoii are right ; 
The task you aet me I will try to do : 
I would not live myself to be ü slave — 
I would not li^e to be the dam of one ! 
No ! woman as I am, I would not, William ! 
Then choose my conrge for me ; whate'or it is, 
I will say, ay, and do it, too ; suppoae 
To dress my little stvipling for tlie war. 
And take him by the band, to lead hira to't ! 
Yes, I would do it at thy bidding, William, 
Witliout a tear; I say tliat I would do it — 
But, now I only talk of doing it, 
I can't belp sbedding one ! [ffV^f. 

Teil- Did I not choose thee 
From out the faireat of the maids of Uri, 
Less that in beauty thon didst thom aurpass, 
Than that thy souI that beauty oyermatch'd ? 
Wby risea on thy matron cheek that blush, 
Mantling it freah as in thy vii^in mom, 
But that I did so ? Do I wonder, then, 
To find thee equal to the task of virtue, 
Although a hard one 1 No, I wonder not ! 
Why slioiild I, Emma, make thy hcart acquaiated 
With ilLs I could shut out from it — rüde guests 
For such a home I Here, only, we have had 
Two hearts ; iu all tbinga elae — ^in love, in faith, 
In liope, in joy, that never had but one '. 
But hcnceforth we inust have but one here, also. 

Emma. 0, William, you have wrong'd me— kindly 
wrong'd me. 
When ever yet was happinesa the test 
Of love in man or woman ? Who'd not hold 
To tliat wbich must advantage him ? Who'd not 
Keep promise to a feast, or mind bia pledge 
To share a rieh man's purse ? There's not a churl, 
However base, but might be tlius approved 
Of most «nswerving constancy, But that 
Wiiicli loosens churls, ties friends ! or cbauges them, 
Only to stick the faster. WiUiam ! William ! 
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That man know iiever yet tlie !ove of woman, 
Wlio never had an ill to sliare with licr ! 

Teil. Not CTeii to know that woiild I in so 
Ungentle partnersliip ongage thee, Emma, 
So will could lielp it, but neccssity, 
The maater yet of will, how stroiij; soü^er, 
Commaiids mo prove thee. Wheu I wedded thee, 
The land was free ! ! with what pride I used 
To walk these iiills, and look up to my God, 
And bless him that it was so. It was free — 
From end to end, from clifF to lake 'twas free !— 
Free as our torrents are that leap oiir rocks. 
And ploiigh our Valleys, without asking leave; 
Or as our peaks that wear thcir caps of snow. 
In very presence of the regal aun ! 
How happy was I in it then ! I loved 
Its very storms ! Yes, Emma, I have sat 
In my boat at night, wlien, midway o'er the lake, 
The Stars went out, and down the mountain goi^ 
The wind came roaring — I have sat and eyed 
Tlie thnnder breaking from bis cloud, and smiled 
To See lilm shake bis lightninga o'er my head, 
And think I had no master save bis own ! 
You know the jutting clifF round which a track 
ITp hitber winds, whose baae is but the brow 
To such anotlier one, with scanty rooai 
For two a-hreast to pass ? O'ertaken there 
By the mountain blast, I've laid me flat along, 
And while gust foUow'd gust more furioualy, 
As if to sweep me o'er tlie horrid brink. 
And I have thought of other landa, wbose storms 
Are Summer flaws to those of mine, and just 
Have wisli'd mö there — ^the thought that mine v 

Has clietk'd that wish, and I have raised my head. 
And tried in thraldom to that furious wind, 
Blow on ! This is the land of liberty ! 

Emma, 1 almost See thee on that fearful pass, 
And yet, so seeing thee, I have a feeling 
Forbids me wunder that thou didst so. 

Teil. 'Tis 
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A feeling must not breatlie wliere Gesler breathes, 
Biit may witliiii these arms, List, Emma, list ; 
A league is made to pull tlio tyrant down 
E'en from liis seat upon the rock of Altorf. 
Four hearta have ataked tlieir blood upon tho cast, 
And mine is one of tliem. 

Emma, I did not atart ; — 
Teil me luore, William ! 

Tdl. I will teil thee all.— 

Alb. \_Witkota.'] 0, fatber! 

OUMelctal. IWitJiout.'} Teil !— Teil !—TVilliam ! 

Emma. Dou't you know 
That voice ! 

Enter Old Melctal, hünd^ ted hy Albeht. 

OU M. Wbere art thou, William ? 

Ten. Wbois't? 

Emma. Do you not know bim ? 

Teil. No ! — It cannot bc 
The voioe of Melctal ! 

Alb. Fatber, it is MelcUI ! 

Emma. Wbat ails you, Tel! ? 

Alb. O, fatber, ypeak to bim. 

Emma. Wbat paaaion sbakes you tbua? 

Teil. His eyes — wbere are they ? 
Heictal has eyes. 

OldM. Teil! Teil! 

TeU. 'Tis Melctal's voice. 
Where are his cyes? Ilave they put out bis eyes ? 
Haa Oesicr turn'd the little evening of 
The old man's life to night, bcfore its time ? 
To such black night as seea not witli tbe day 
All round it ! Fatber, speak ; prenounce the namo 
Of Gesler ! 

OldM. Gesler. 

Teil. Gesler bas tom out 
Tbe old man'e eyes ! Support tby mother ! Erni ? 
Where's Erni ? Where'a thy son ? Is be alive ? 
And are his fatber's eyes tom out ? 

Old M. He lives, my William, 
But knows it not. 
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Teil. Whcn he sliall kiiow it ! Heavens, 
^VTien lie ahall know it ! — I am not tliy son, 
Yet— 

Emma, ^Alarm^d at kia inoreaaing vehetmncer^ 
William 1 — William ! 

Alh. Father! 

Teil. Could I find 
Something to tear — torend, were wortliit l^something 
Most ravenous and bloody ! — something like 
Gesler ! — a wolf ; — nü, no ! a wolfs a lamb 
To Gesler ! It is a natural liunger makea 
The wolf a savage ; and, savage as Le is, 
Yet with his kind he gently doth consort. 
'Tis but his lawful prey he tears ; and that 
He finishes — not mangles, and then leaves 
To live ! — They slander him who call him cruel : 
He hath no joy in cruelty, but as 
It ministers to his most needful want : 
He does not know that he ia cnicl — no — 
Not when he rends an Infant. I wonlil let 
The wolf go free for Gesler ! — Water ! Water ! 
Jly tongue cleaves to my roof ! 

Old M. What ails tliee, William ? 
I pray thee, William, let rae hear thy voice ! 
That'a not thy voice ! 

Teil. I cannot speak to thee ! 

Emma. [_Returninff icith a vessel of icater.~\ Here, 
William ! 

Teü. Emma! 

Emma. Drink ! 

Teil. I cannot drink ! 

Emma. Yout eyes are fix'd. 

Teil. Melctal !^ — he has no eyes ! ^^Bursts into tears. 
The poor old man ! \_Falls on Melctal's neck. 

Old M. I feel thee, Teil ! I care not 
That I have lost my eyes ! I feel thy tears — 
Tliey're more to nie than eyes ! When I Lad eyes, 
I never knew tliee, William, as I know 
Thee now without. I do not want my eyes ! 

Teil. How came it, father ? briefly, father ! ijuick 
And briefly ! Actiün ! action ! I m in such gleo 
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For worlt — so eager to be doing — liave 
Such atomach. for a task, I'vc scarcely patience 
To wait to know what 'tis — Here, here ; sit duwn. 
Now, father ! 

(^Old Melctal sits diywn. — Tell hneels. 

Old M. Yesterday, when I and Erni 
Went to the field, to bring our harvest home, 
Two aoldiers of tlie tyraiit's canie upon ua, 
And without cause allcged, or interchange 
Of Word, proceeded to nnyoke tlie oxcn. 

TeU. Go on. 

Old M. As ono stunn'd by a thunder-clap 
Stands sudden still, nor for a wliile betliinka bim 
Of taking sbelter from the stonn, so we, 
Confounded by an aet so bold, a while 
Look'd on in belpless silence ; tili at length 
Erni, as sudden as the hurricane, 
Tliat lays the oak uprooted, ere you sec 
Its branches qiiiver, bounding on tbe spoüers, 
Wrencb'd from their grasp tbe yoke, and would have 

sniote 
Tbera dead, had tliey not ta'en to instant fliglit- 

Tell. Did be puraue tbem ? 

OldM. No; I threw myself 
Between. 

Teil. Why didst tbou save tbem ? 

OldM. 'Twaamyson 
I saved 1 I clasp'd bis knees — I calm'd bis rage, 
I forced liini from me to the cavems of 
Monnt Faigel, William, tili the tyrant'a wratb 
Shonld cool, or be diverted. 'Twas my son 
I saved ; for, scarcely was be oiit of siglit. 
And I within oiy cottage, when the cries 
Of Gesler 8 bands boset it, calling for 
The blood of Erni ! William, he was aafe,— 
Clear of their fangs ! My son was safe ! O, think — 
Tbink, William, what I feit to soe his lair — 
His very lair beset, and know my boy, — 
My lion boy, was safe ! Enougb ; they seized me, 
And dragg'd me before Gesler. 

TeU. Say no more I 
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His life cost you your eyes. 'Tis wovth a pair 
Of eyes, but not your eyps, old man. No, no ; 
He would liave given it teil times over for 
But one of tliem, Eut one ? But for a liair 
0' tlie laah ! My bow aud qiiivcr ! Ho was by ? 

OldM. "Wasby. 

Teil. More arrows for my qiiiver. 
And looking on ? 

OIjI M. And looking on. 

Teil. [Puuinff the arroKs into kis guiver.'] 'Twilldo! 
He would dine after that, and say a grace. 
Good heavena! to tear a man'a eyes out, aud then 
Thank God ! My staff ! He d have his wine, too. 

Tho man could look at it, and drink it off, 

And not grow sick at the colour on't ! Enough; 

Put by the rest. ^To Emma, vi/u> hos hroit^ht kirn a 

bündle nfarrotct.'] I'll grow more calm. 
My flask — I want it fill'd ; and pnt provision 
Into my pouch. I tliank thee for tliat look ! 
Now Beem'st thoii like sorae kind o'er-seeing angel, 
Smiling as he prepares the storm, that, while it 
Sbakes tlie earth, and makcs ita tenants pale, 
Doth smite a pestilenoe, Thou wouldst not stay me ? 

Emma. No. 

Teil. Nor tliy boy, if I required his aervice ? 

Emma. No, Williani. 

Teil. Make him ready, Emma. 

OUM. No. 
Not Albert, William. 

Emma. Yea ; eyon Albert, father. 
Thy cap and wallet, boy — thy mountain stafT, — 
Where hast thou laid it ? Find it — haste ! Uoii't 

Thy father waiting. He is ready, William. 

[^Leadintf Albert up to Tell. 
Teil. Well done — well done ! I thank yon, love — I 
thank you ! 
Now mark me, Albert : dost tlio« fear the snow, 
The ice-field, ov the liail-flaw ? Carest thou for 
The mountain mist, tliat settlea on tlie peak 
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Wlien tlioTj'rt upon it ? Dost tliou tremble at 
The torrent roaring from the deep ravino, 
Along whose sliaking ledgo tliy track dotli lie ? 
Or faint'st tliou at tlie tli linder- clap, when on 
The hill thou art o'ertaken by tlio cloiid, 
And it doth burst aiound tbee ? 'Ihou must travel 
AU night. 

Alb. Tun ready. Say all night again. 

Teil. The mountains are to cross ; for thou must 
reach 
Mount Faigel by the dawu. 

Alb. Not sooncr sliall 
The dawn be there than I. 

Tdl. Heaven speeding tliee ! 

Alb. Heaven speeding nie ! 

Teil. Show me ihy stafF, — Art buto 
0' the point ? I think 'tis loose. No — stay — 'twil! do ! 
Caution is speed when danger s to be pass'd. 
Ebcamine well the crevico — -do not truat 
The snow ! 'Tis well tlicre is a nioon to-night. 
You're stire o' the track ? 

Ali. Quite 3ure. 

Teil. The buskin of 
That leg'a untied. Stoop down and fasten it. 
You know the point where you must round the cliff ? 

Ali. I do. 

Teil. Thy belt is slack— draw't tight. 
Emi is in Mount Faigel : take this dagger. 
And give it him. You know its cavems well ; 
In one of them you'll find him. Bid thy mother 
Farewell. Come, boy ; we go a mile together, 
Father, thy band. £S/iakes kands with Old Melctal. 

Old M. How firm thy grasp is, William ! 

Teil. There is a resolution in it, father, 
Will keep. 

Old M. I cannot see thine eye, but I know 
How it lookg. 

Teil ril teil theo how it looks. List, father, 
List. Father, thou shaJt bo rcvenged ! My Emma, 
Melctal's tJiy fatlier ; tliat's his home tili I 
Return. Yes, father, thou shalt be revenged ! 
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Lead liim in, Emma, lead liim in ; t!ie sun 
Grows liot — the old man"s weak and faint. Mind, 

father, 
Mind, tliiin slialt be revenged ! In, wife — in, in. 
Tliou slialt he suro revenged ! Comc, Albert. 

[Emma and Melctal mter tiie cotiage.-^-I^Li. and 

Albert go out haatily. 



ACT III. 
SCENE I.— Ä Mountain witli Mut. 



Gesleb %s Seen descendirig the Mountain vilh a hunting~ 

Ges. Alone, alone ! and every step the miat 
TLickens aroimd me ! On tliese mountaiii tracks 
To lose one's way, they say, ia sometimes death. 
What Loa ! holloa ! — No toiigue replies to me ! 
Wliat thunder hath the borror of this silence ! 
I dare not stop — the day, though not half run. 
Ig not less sure to end bis course ; and niglit, 
Dreary when through tlie social hannts of men 
Her sotemn darkness walks, in sach a place 
As this. comes wrapp'd in most appalling fear ! 
I dare not stop, nor dare I yet procced, 
Begirt with hidden danger. If I take 
This hand, it carries me still deepcr into 
The wUd and savage solitudes I'd shun, 
Where once to faint with bunger ia to die : 
If this, it leads me to the precipice, 
Whose brink with fatal horror riveta bim 
Tliat treads upon't tili, drunk with fear, lie reels 
Into the gaping void, and headlong down 
Plungea to still more bideous death ! Cursed slaves ! 
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To let me wandev from tliem ! ^Thunder.'} Iloa! — 

Holloa ! 
My voic-e aounda wüaker to mine ear ; I've not 
Tho atrength to call I hail, and tlirough my limbs 
Gold tremor runa, and sickening faintness seims 
On my lieart ! lieaven, have mercy ! Do not see 
The colour of the hands I lift to thee ! 
Look only on the stüait wherein I stand, 
And pity it ! Let me not sink ! Uphold, — 
Support me ! Mercy ! mercy ! 

[_He leans against a rock, stujAfied teük lerror and 
exhauition — ü ffroies darker anddarker — the 
rain pours down in torrenti, and afurious wind 
arües — the mountain sfreamt h^n to sieell and 
roar. Albert is seen, dmcending by the gide of 
one of the gtreams, wMch in his course he crossea 
witk the help of his pole. 

Alb. I'U breathe upon this IctcI, if the wind 
Will let me. Ha .' a rock to shelter nie I 
Tiianks to't. A man, and fainting ! Courage, friend, 
Courage ! A stranger tliat has lost his way — 
Take heart — take heart ; you're safe. How fecl you 
now ? {^Gives Mm drink from a fla»h. 

Ges. Better. 

Alb. You have lost your way upon the hill ? 

Ge». I have. 

Alb. And whithor would you go ? 

Ges. To Altorf. 

Alb. I'U guide you thither. 

Ges. You're a child. 

Alb. I Vnow 
The way ; the track I've come is harder far 
To find. 

Ges. The track you've come ! What mean you ? 

You iiave not been stÜl farther in the mountains ? 
Aüi. I've travelled from Moimt Faigel. 
Ges. No one with thee ? 
Alb. No one but God. 
Ges. Do you not fear these storms? 
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Alb. God's in the storm. 

Ges. And tliere are torrenta, too, 
That must be cross'd, 

Alb. God's by the torrent, too. 

Ges. Yoii're but s. cliild. 

Alb. God will be witli a cliild, 

Ges. You're eure you know the way ? 

Alb. 'Tis but to keep 
The aide of yonder stream. 

Ges. But guide me safe, 
ril give thee gold. 

Alb. TU guide thee safe without. 

Ges. Here'a earnest for theo. [_Oß'ers gold.~\ Ilere— 
ril double that, 
Yea, trcble it, but let me aee the gate 
Of Altorf. Wh)' do you refusc the gold ? 
Take't. 

AU). No. 

Ges. You shall. 

Alb. I will not. 

Ges. Why? 

Alb. Because 
I do not covet it ; and, tliough I did, 
It would be wrong to take it as the price 
Of doing one a kindness. 

Ges. IIa! — wlio taught 
Thee that ? 

Alb. Myfather. 

Ges. l>oes Iie live in Altorf ? 

Alb. No, in the mountains. 

Ges. How ! — a mountaineer ? 
He ehould become a tenant of the city ; 
He'd gain by't. 

Alb. Not so miich as he might lose by't. 

Ges. What raight he lose by't ? 

Alb. Liberty. 

Ges. Indeed t 
He also taught theo that ? 

All. He did. 

Ges. His nanie ? 

Alb. This is tlie way to ÄltorF, sir. 
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O'w. I'iJ know 
Thy fatlier's name. 

Al/i. Tlie day is wasting— we 
Ilave far to go. 

Ges. Tliy father's namc, I say ? 

All>. I will not teil it thee. 

Ges. Not teil it me 1 
Why? 

Alb. You may be an enemy of his. 

Ges. May be a friend. 

Alb. May be ; but ahould you be 

An enemy Älthougb I would not teil you 

My fatber's name, I'd guide you safe to AHurf. 
Will you follow ine ? 

Ges. Ne'er mind tby father's name : 
What would it profit me to knoVt ? Tby band ; 
We are not enemies. 

Alb. I never bad 
An enemy. 

Ges. Lead on. 

Alb, Advance your atafF 
As you deseend, and fix it well. Come on. 

Ges. What ! mnst we take that steep ? 

Alb. 'Tis notbing. Come, 
111 g() before — ne'er fear. Come on — come on ! 

[_TAe2/ ffo out. 



SCENE II. — An Apartment in the Castle of Altorf. 

Enter Michael and Jagbeli. 
Jaff. Yes, Michael, so it Stands : sbe only is 
Step-daughter to tho Seneschal. The less 
Her debt of duty ; wliic!!, thougb it were more, 
She were absolved from by tbe tyrant's pari 
He acts, who'd wed ber where slie cannot 3ove. 
O, win ber for me, Micbael, or you'll bave 
To get a leecb for me. 

Mie. Get tbee a leech ? I'll be in want of ono 
Myself ! Tby sickness is infectious. Would 
k2 
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A scalded foot had kept me to the housc — 

A fever tied mc to my bed— a fit 

Tripp'd up my heels in the street, erc I had met tliee 

To niake tbee play tlie leech ! 1 was as sound 

Äs reckless laugliter, tlien ; coiild eat or drink 

Witli him that ask'd me — could go bcre nr there. 

And find me ample fimd of mirtli, wliere'er 

I went — could sing — could dancc — coitld keep awake 

Or sleep as well as any one ! Yoii've sped me ! 

Concluded me! — brouglit all my fair eatate 

Of rieh content to melancholy cnd ! 

Jagheli, I'm in love. 

Jag. In love ! 

Jtffc. In love. 

Jag. Michael in Iovl' ! What, prithee, made thee 
In love? Cfall 

Mic. A cn]> of wine. 

Jag. Another ciip 
Will work thy eure. 

Mie. If thou couldst give me with't 
The hand that help'd me to't, and with the band 
The lip that kiss'd the cup ero it touch'd mine. — 
Nor was it yet the band, nor yet tho lip, 
Bnt the arch smile that quiver'd on that lip 
And seem'd to mock the motion of that hand, 
Moving in maiden coyness. Plague on't ! I've 
Been po?ed at mine owu trade^proved an apprentice 
With mine own toola : masterM, wherein I bragg'd, 
To eliow my skill — and on!y by a smile 
Half shown — you scarce eould teil if it was there 
Or not — a glimpse and gone, and then again 
A glimpse and gone ^ain, ete you could say 
You saw it !— I'm in love. I have it here ; 
llere in tlic very centre of my heart ! 
That ever I should live to see the day 
I Said I was in love. 

Jag. Psha! Michael! you've 
Been only laughing tili you've got a stitch 
In the side. 

Mie. A stitch ! If thou hast such another, 
It will not let tboe sleep. But hither comes 
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Tliy lady's chamberlain, with dulcet voice, 
To call tliee to her, Now her futher's out, 
Make profit of thy calling, master leecli, 
Orfolkwitnomore. 

Enler BaAin. 
Braun. My iady says 
She'll See yoii, sir ;^come tliis way. 

Mic. Mind! 

Joff. I will. [Bhavü and SAcsT.LiffodU. 

Mic. rd like to iry a race with him in love. 
Can he compare with me in such a strife — 
With me, could talk liim dunib at any time ? 
Ere he began to woo, I should ho done — 
But, to he doiie, a man mnst needs bcgin. 

Enter Agnes, unobserved by Michael. 

Agn. What! niischiefplotting! — 'tis agraceful chcat! 
Rogue as he is, thc man's a man to lavc. 

Mic. Hang modesty ! 

Affn. Well Said : when it doth die, 
No eousin goes nf thine to put theo to 
The Charge of mourning. 

Mic. ril take heart and woo 
Her aoundly. 

Agn. Love liave pity on her, then. 

Mic. This very hour I'll teil her I'm ia love. 

Agn. Thts very liour she'l! teil thee tbou'rt a fool. 

Mia. I'll marry her in a week. 

Agn. You'll wait, perliaps, 
A little longer. 

yiic. Nay, a weck's too long ; 
Tliree days from tliis. 

Agn. Why not to-moirow, sir? 
You'd he as near yoiir wedding. 

Mic. Send her now, 
Kind Cupid — send her now. I'iii in the mood 
Tu woo her. 

Affn. Whiit if she'a not in the mood to conie ? 

Mic. In such a mood, that wcre ahe marble, 
I'd soften her — or ice, I'd inake her melt. 

-■/y«. O dear ! 
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Mk. Or steel itself, slie slioiild hecome 
As gently ductile as the generous ore 
Comes nearest to her worth, and yet not more 
Than suma it half, aJtliough 'tis virgin gold ! 
A^n. ril fly!— 

Mic. Now, Cupid, now, I do defy her 
In all her charms that vanqulah'd at a sight, 
By every arrow in thy quiver, boy, 
If thoii hast made me smart — slie ahaii't g» free ; 
So send her to me. 

Agn. Nay, in sootli I'll stay. 
Wha ever fear'd a boaster ? 

Mic. Cupid, now ! 
Boy, I wonld stake my heart against thy winga, 
I'd won, and win, and wed her in a day! 

Affn. [Comiii^forwarä.l O, sir, yow are tlic yoiitk 

that brought the leech. 
Mic^. [CotiMmT.] Ma'am ? 
Agn. And a pretty leech it is you've bronght. 
Mic. Ma'am? 

Agn. He miist needs have stiidied very hard, 
To be ao sapient and profound a one ; 
Wliere studied he, I pray you ? 

Mic. [Stammer».] Studied, aia'am ? 
Agn. Yea, atudied '. \_Imitaüng hiin.~\ Thintcst tiiou 
a leech is niade 
By only putting on the coat of one ? 
At auch a rate, yon wuuld yonrsclf he one, 
Inatead of bis good trusty aerving-man, 
Mk. His serving-man ! 
Agn. Yea, alr, tliat pounds his drugs — 
The half of which I wot are poisonous— 
Makes ready his emplastrums — filthy things ! 
Boila his decoctions, and makes up bis powders, 
Ointments, and mixtures : I am sure I've seen you 
In youi working clothes, without that Sunday chin 
You now have on, beating a tune upon 
The leeeh's mortar^to tlie which you aung 
In such melodions strain, that, one and all, 
The pasaers-by did stop their ears, o'ercome 
With aurfeit of the aweetneas. 
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Mic. Madam, — I, — I — 
Michael ! Michael ! 
Are you a man ? 

Affn. What wageä do you get, 
Besides tlie blows the leech bestows on you, 
When you forget to make his nustrums up, 
Or mar tliem in the mixing ? 

Mk, Blows! 

Affn. Ay, blows. 
Come, eome ; don't look so fierce ! you're just the man 
To take tliem kindiy, as, indeed, you sboiild. 
For I can read, sir, in your looks, you're duil 
Of wit, and slow of comptehensioti ; nor 
Of memory careful in the hoarding of 
Tliat's trusted to it. If tiie worthy leech 
Bat beats tliee once a week, he'a not more wise 
Than patient. 

Mic. Q^ffiife.] Michael, thou hast found thy match ! 
But wilt tbou yield without a atruggle fort ? 
No ! courage, Miehael ! Now or never, man ! [SiiiUs 
up to Agnes.] Ma'am ! 

Affn. Bless me, sir, perhaps I may be wrong ! 
And you are not his serving-min ? 

Mic. No, ma'am. 

A/jn. Nor anything under the le^eh ? 

Mir.. No, ma'am. 

A^n. Then, I will e'en make bold to teil you, sir, 
I tliink the leech is just as much a leech 
Aa you are. 

Mic. Ma'am ! 

Affti. I've found him out, sir. 

Mic. Have you? 

Affn. And found out you— -you shall be flay'd alive, 
For passing him for a leech. A pretty way fsir, 

To make my cousin weil ! 

Mic. Your cousin, ma'am ! 
I took you for the lady*s abigail, 
Come, come, you are — or nature in her work 
Shows little thrift, so fitting things for ends 
Thev come not to — you are her aijigail, 

Ai/n. I vow I'm not. 



•dby Google 



200 WILLIAM TELL. 

Mic. Your voice with wLich you vow 
Doth vow you are. 
Afftt. My voico ! 
Mk. 'Tia of the pitch 
To cbill 3 loTer's hope — that answers " no" 
To all his siglis, which, when a maiden hears, 
She straight betliiaks her of a breaking lieart. 
My uncle had s-n abigail with just 
Yoiir voice. 

A^. Indeed ? 

Mie. Indeed! Slie was a match 
Fiir twenty lovere that my cousin had. 
Not one of them could mnve her ! Thcn your eye — 

A//n. Ay, what of that ? 

Mie. Why such an eye ehould go 
Witli such a voice. There's watclifulness in it. 
'Twas made to pierce disguisca, and to look 
Oa pleading lovera, as oa Stocks and stoDes ! 

A^n. Your uncle's ahigail, I guess, had sucli 
An eye, too ? 

Mie. Yea — a Httle softer, though, 
In its fire. — And Hiea your dress ! — 

Affn. What of my dress ? [Anifrily. 

Mic. Why, 'tia put on in perfect shrew-fasliiön, 
Like armonr, straight, and squaro, and stiff, It speak« 
Defiance to male-kind. Were twenty-one 
To put it on, 'twould look two-score. Wast thou 
A beauty now, and teased with lovers, such 
A dress as that would free tliec from them all. 

Agit. Art thou tu earnest now ? 

Mic. In earnest ! Yes, 
I'Il take an oath thou art her abigail, 
As luuch as I'm the letch's eerving-man, — 
As much as he'a the leeeh. Sweet, we are both 
True serving-men to love ; and you're the hire 
I serve fiir, \J2atching Iter in kU mint. 

Agn. {_Digengaging /terml/.'2 Stay — who serves for 
hire doth wait 
Till it be given him, ere lie takea his hire, 
Not helps himself. 

Mic. Biit aay you'll give rac miiis. 
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Agn. Hush! — Some one comes. 

Mic. I'm mute as faith 
Tliat^s swora to siknce. Lei me keep thy hand. 

{_Tliey retire near, and remain unsem hy BKAr«. 
Enier Bkaun. 

Braun. Now, Braun, whoever after calU tliee 
" drone" 
Dotli lie, and men shall teil Iiiin so. Thou'rt wise, 
Watchfiil, and keen of siglit ; tanst See when all 
The houae besides, with open eyes, are blind — 
Stone blind. Thou slialt no more be Braun tbe dolt, 
Tlie sluggard Braun, tlie hoiind, tbe bog, or Braun 
Tbe good-for-naught ; or everytliing but Braun 
Himaelf, Tliou shalt be bonest Braun — good Braun ! — 
Braun tbat can aee a thing ! — oan find it out 
Böfore tbe Seneaclia! ! — brave Braun ! Tbe leecb 
Is but a cliüat — niy lady but a cbeat, — 
Her sickness all put on. He is to come 
Oq Wednesday — no, to-day is Wednesday — ^no, 

WedncBday was yesterday. He is to come 

I have forgot tbe day; no matter. I 
Remember lie's to come, and that's enough. 

He ia to come at Plague npon tbe bour ! 

'Twas not at breakfast-lioiir, or dinner-bour, 
Or any bour of raeals or sleep — I'm sure 
Of tbat ; but then, wbat signifies tbe bour, 
Wben I've forgot the day? Most true — most true ; 
A luoky tbouglit. No matter wbat tbe bour, 
Or wbat tbe day; 'tis wbat be purpoaed at 
Tbe bour and tbe day, concerns nie to reinember. 
And tbat I don't forget. He is to come 
To take away my lady mistreaa, wbo 
Is notbing lotb. Remember tbat, good Braun, 
And niake tby fortune witb tlie Seueacbal. [Goe* oiU. 
AuNEs und Michael advanee. 

Agn. Undoae — undone! Iftliourcmain'at, 'tis deatb! 

Uie. And if I fly, wbat fly I to but deatb ? 

Agn. Nay, aave tby life. 

Mic. Tliou art its precioua breatb, 
And, parted from tliee, 'tis no longer life. 
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Ägn. Could I beüeve thee ! 

Mic. If tlioii wouldat, tliou eouldst. 
There lack of power is only iack of will. 

Agn. Nay, say not sn ; in sooth, Wa all tlie will. 

Mic. Tlieii liere I pliglit niy faith to tliee ! 

Agn. Nay, hold ! 

Mic. 'Tis done, eweet inaicl, and cannot Ije rccaU'd ; 
So give me vow for vow. No sentinel 
Keeps watch beneath tlie casoment where you sleep : 
There could I hang by aid of thia kind night 
A ladder ; such a one as lovers find 
Tlieir way by to their miatress' arms, when doors 
Are barr'd againet them. Thou'rt not bappy here ; 
This houae «f wolves is no abode for tbee. 
Let's to oiir friends, and briefly, ere we part, 
Eesolvo the means and time for meeting, ne'er 
To part again ! 

Agn. You '11 täte the abigail ? 

Mic. If you will take the letich'a scrviug-man. 

\_They go mil. 



SCENE \\\.—The Gate of Altorf. 
Euter Gesleb and Albert. 

Alb. You're at the gate of Altorf. {^UHiirniny. 

Geg. Tarry, boy ! 

Alb. I would be gone ; I am waited for. 

Ges. Come back ! 
Who waita fot thee ? Conie, teil me ; 1 am rieh 
And poworfiil, and can reward. 

Alb. 'Tia dose 
On evening; I have far to go! I'm late. 

Ge». Stay! I can punisli, too. 

Alb. I might have left you, 
When on the liillT foiind you fainting, and 
The mist aronnd you ; but I Btopp'd and cheer'd you, 
Till to youraelf you came agaiii. I offer'd 
To giiide you, when you could not find the way, 
And I have brought you to the gate of Altorf. 

Ges. Boy, do you know me ? 
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A/i. No. 

Ges. Why fear you, thcn, 
To trust lue with your fatber's name ? — Speak. 

Alb. Why 
Do you desire to know it ? 

Ges. You have served me. 
And I would thank him, if I chanced to pass 
His dwelliiig. 

Alb. 'Twould not please liini that a Service 
So trifliiig ahould be made so niucli oi ! 

Geg. Trifliiig? 
You've saved my lifo. 

Alb. Then do not questlon me, 
But let me go. 

Ges. Wlien I have iearn'd from theo 
Tliy fatlier'a name. What hoa! \_Knod^ at theyaie. 

Senünel. [Within.~\ AViio's there ? 

Ges. Gresler ! [] The gale ü opened. 

Alb. Ha, Gesler ! 

Ges. [To l/ie Soldkrs.]—S^kc him ! Wilt thou teil 
Tliy fatlier'B name ? [me 

Alk No! 

Ges. I can bid tbem cast thee 
Into a dungeon ! Wilt tliou teil it nüw ? 

Alb. No ! 

Ges. I can bid tbem strangle tiiee ? Wilt tel! it ? 

Alb. Never ! 

Ges. Away witli bim! Send Sarnem to nie. 

\_Soldiers takc off Albebt thrwigh tke gate. 
Bebind that boy, I see tbe shadow of 
A band must wear my fetters, or 'twill try 
To Strip me of my power. I have feit to-day 
What 'tis to live at otbers' mercy. I 
Ilave taated fear to very sickness, and 
Owed to a peasant-boy my safety — Ay, 
My lifo I and there does live the slave can say 
Gesler'a his debtor ! How I loathed the free 
And fearless air witb wliich he trod tbe liill ! 
Yea, though the safety of bis steps was mine, 
Oft as our path did brink tbe precipice, 
I wiab'd to see him miss bis footing and 
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Roll over! But }ie's in my power!— Same way 
To find the parent nest of tltis fine eaglet. 
And liajruw it ! I'd like to dip tliu broad 
And full-grown wing tliat taught liis tender piiiion 
So liold a fligbt ! 

Enter Sabnem. 

Ges. Ha, Samem ! Have the slaves, 
Attended me, returned f 

Sar. They ha^e. 

Ges. You'll Bee 
That every one of tiiem be laid in fctters. 

Sar. I will, 

Ges. Didst see the boy "i 

Sar. That pass'd me 1 

Gea. Yes. 

Sar. A mountaineer. 

Ges. You'd say so, saw you bim 
Upon tlie hills ; he walka tliem like thcir lord ! 
I teil thce, Sarnem, looking on that boy, 
1 feit I was not maater of those hills. 
He has a father— neither proniiaea 
Nor threata could draw from him his namo — :i fathcr 
Who talks to hiin of liberty ! I fear 
That man. 

Sar. He may be found. 

Ges. He must ; and, soon 
As found, disposed of ! I can see the man. 
He TS as palpablo to my sight, as if 
He stood like yo« before me. I can see him 
Scaling that i-ock ; yea, I can feel him, Saruem, 
As I were in his grasp, and he about 
To liurl me o'er yon parapet ! I live 
In danger, tili I find that man ! Send partie« 
Intn t!ie mountaing, to explore them far 
And wide; and if they chance to light upon 
A father, who expects bis child, command them 
To drag bim straight befure us, Sarnem, Samem, 
Tbey are not yet subdued. Some way to prove 
Their apirit ! — Take thia cap ; and have it aet 
Upon a pole in the market-place, and see 
That one and all do bow to it ; whoe'cr 
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Iteaista, or paya tbe homage sullenly, 

Our bonda await bim ! Samüm, soo it dtmc. 

[Sabnem ffoef out. 
"We need not fear the spirit tliat would rebei 
But dai'ea not ; — tliat which darea we will not fear. 

[Göe* oid. 



SCEN'E IV.—T/te Market-Place. 

^urghers and Peasants, with Pibbrb, Theudokk. 
Savoyards, discovered. 

IHe. Come, comc, anothtr strain. 
The. A cliocrfui one. 
Sm. Wbat shall It be ? 
The. No matter, so 'tis gay, 
Begin! 
Sas. You'li join the bürden ? 
The. Neverfear. 



^Savoyard pla^s andsings, during tchic/i Tell and 
Verner enter^ t/ie former leani wpon hisbow, 
and lislens ffloomilif. 

The Savoyard from cllme to elime 
Tunes his strabi, and singa his rhynie ; 
And etiil, whaCavei- clime he sees, 
His eye ia brighf, his heai't 'a at eaee. 
For genfle, simple — all reward 
The labours of tbe Savoyard, 

The rieh forget tbeir pride — llie ffreat 
Forget the aplendour of their state, 
Whene'er the Savoyard they meet, 
And list his aong, and say 'tis sweet ; 
For titled, wcalthy — none regard 
Tho fortnne of the Savoyard. 

But never looka hia eye so btight. 
And never fücls bis heart so Ifgbl, 
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As when in beauty's smile he aees 
Hi3 sti-ain ia sweet, his rhyme dotli please. 
Oh that's the praiäe doth best reward 
The labours of the Savojard ! 

Biit, though the ricli retoüii'd theit pride, 
And though the great their praise denied, — 
Though beauty pleased his song to sliglit, 
His heart «ould smile, his eye he biiglit ; 
His strain itaelf would still reward 
The iabonrs of Ihe Savoyard. 
[ Thei/ skout, and laugkingly aecompany the Saj>oy- 
ardi, ichoffO oat, leitk some 0/ tke crowd. 
Teil. Whaf 3 the lieatt worth that lends itself to glee, 
With argument like theirs for bitterness ? 
Or is't the melancholy spürt of grief 
To look on pleaaurea and to handle them, 
Tliat, when it lays the precious jewela down, 
It may perceive ita poverty the more 1 
Metlünks thuse cheeka are not exactly dress'd 
To please the hearta that own thcm. 

Ver. Doubt it not. 
They feel their tliraldom. 

Teil. 80 tliey should — that's hope — 
I'd have it gall them — eat into their flcsh ! 
While they do festerj there's aremcdy; 
But for your callous slave I know no eure! 
To-morrow hringa the test will aurely prove theni, 
You'U not forget tlie iiour. 
Ver. Be aure I will not, 

Teil. Emi ia wara'd eie thia ; and Purst, I've said, 
Ia ready. Fare yon well. 

Ver. Stay, William ! Now 
Observe the people. 

{The people kam gathered to one side, and lnok in 
the opponte direction with apprehmno« and 
trouble — those whohadgone off return. 
Teil. Ha ! tbey please me now — 
That's honest— thnt'a ainoere. I still preferr'd 
The aeaaona like themselves.— Let sunimer laugli, 
But give me winter with a hearty scowl : 
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None of your hollow sunsliine— foga and clouds 
Become it best! — I likethem now — their looks 
Are just in season, Tbere has surely bcen 
Some shifting of the wind, upon such brightness 
To bring so Budden lowering. 

Fer. We aliall see. 

Pie. 'Tis Sarnern ! 

The. [LooMntf outJJ What ia tbat Iic brinizs witli 
him? 

Pie. A jrole ; and on the top of it a cap 

That looks like Gesler's 1 could pick it from 

A bundred ! 

T/ie. So could I ! — My heart batb oft 
Leap'd at the aiglit of it. AVhat comcs he now 
To do? 

Enter Sarnem, mth Soldiers, bearing Gesler's cap vpoa a 
pole, ujkich he fixes into the ground ; the people looldng oit 
in ailenee artd amaxentent. 
Sar. Ye men of Altorf ! 
Behold the emblem of your master's power 
And dignity. Tliis is the cap of Gesler, 
Your governor; let all bow down to it 
Who owe him love and loyalty. To siidi 
As ehall refuse this lawful homage, or 
Aocord it Bullenly, he sliows no grace, 
But dooms them to the penalty of bondage 
Tili they're instmcted — 'tia no less their gain 
Than duty, to obey their master'a mandate. 
Conduct the people hitlier, one by one, 
To bow to Gesler's cap. 

Teil. Have I my hearing ? 
[_Peasants pass, taJdng off their hats and howiny tu 
Geiler i cap. 

Ver. Awäy '. Away \ 

Teil. Or siglit ?— Tliey do it, Verlier ! 
They doit ! — Look ! — Ne'er call me man again ! 
I'U berd with baaer animals ! They keep 
Their stations. Still the dog'a a dog — The reptile 
Doth know bis proper rank, and sinka not to 
The uaes of the grade below bim. — Man ! 
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Man ! tliat doth hold bis head above tliem all, 
Dotli ape them all. Ile'e man, and he's the reptile. 
Look ! — look ! Have I the outline of tliat oaitiff, 
Who to the servile eavth doth bend tlie orown 
Hia God did rear for bim to lieaven ? 

Ver. Away, 
Before they mark us, 

Teil. No! no! — Since I've tastet!, 
I'Il een feed on. 

A spirit's in mc hkcs it. Draw me not 
Away ! I swear I will not leave off yet ; 
I woHld he full— füll— füll ! I will not budgo, 
Whatever be the cost ! 

[] Pierre passe» the cap, smiks, aml biytrs sliffktli/. 

Sar. Wbat smiled you at ? 

Piß. Yon saw I bow'd aa low as be did. 

Sar. But 
You smiled. How dared you smile ? 

Teil. Good 1 — good l 

Sar. [^Strikinff him.'] Takethat; 
And learn when you do smile again, to do't 
In seaaon. 

Fer. Come away. 

Teil. Not yct — not yet. 
Why would you have me quit the fare, yon see, 
Qrows better and better ? 

Fer. You change colour. 

TeU. Do I ? 
And so do you. 

Sar. [_Striki>iff anot/ier.'J Buw lower, slave ! 

Teil. Do yon feel 
That blow— my flesh doth tingle witb't. Well dune ! 
How pleasantly tbe kna^e doth lay it on ! 
Well done ! well done ! I would it had been I ! 

Ver, You tremble, William. Come, you must not 

Teil. Wby not ?— Wbat barm is there ? I teil lliee, 
Verner, 
I know no difforenco 'twixt enduring wrong 
And üving in tbe fear on't. 1 do wear 
Tiie tyrant's fetters, when it onty wanta 
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His nod to put them on ; and bear liia stripes 
Wlien, that I suffer tliem, he needs but liold 
His finger up. Verner, you're not the man 
To be content because a vill^ün's mood 
Forbears. You're riglit — you're right ! llavc with 
you, Verner. 

Enier Miciiaei,. 

Sar. Bow, slave. J^Tell stopa and tums. 

Mic. For what ? [Lan^ht, 

fiar. Obey, and question theo. 

Mic. I'll qiieation now, perliaps not then obey, 

TeU. Aman!— a mau! 

Sar. 'Tis Gesler's will that all 
Bow to that cap. 

Mic, Wero it tliy lady's cap, 
I'd oourtesy to it. 

Sar. Do you mock us, friend ? 

Mie. Not I. I'll bow to Gesler, if you please ; 
But not hia cap, nor cap of acy hc 
In Christendom ! 

TeU. A man ;— -I say, a man ! 

Sar. I See you love a jest ; but jest not now, 
Else you may make us mirth, and pay for't too. 
Bow to the cap. 

Teil. Tlie slave would humour him. 
Holds he but out ! 



Sar. 


Do you hear? 






Mic. 


Idü. 






Teil. 


Well done ! 






The lion thlnks as raud 


1 of cowei 


■in" 


As he does. 






Sar. 


Once for all, bo 


w to that 


eap. 


Teil. 


Verner, let go i 


ny arm. 




Sar. 


Do you heat m 


0, slave ? 




Mic. 


Slave ! 






Teil. 


Letmego! 






Ver. 


He is not wortb it, Teil ; 




Awild 


and idle galjant 


of the town. 


Tdl. 


Ainan!-ri!s 
Verner. 


:wear,aii 


lan ! Don't hold 
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Verner, let go my anii !— Do you Lear me, mau ? 
You muät not liüld me, Vemer. 

Sar. ViUain, bow 
To Gesler's cap, 

Mic. No— not to Gesler's seif ! 

Sar. Seize htm ! 

Teil. {_Ruahingforicard.'y Off, off, you base and 
hireling piick ! 
Lay not your bnital toucL upon the tbing 
God made in bis own image. Croncb yourselves ; 
'Tis your Tocation, wliicb you should not call 
On free-bom men to share with you, who stand 
Erect, except in presence of their God 

Sar. What ! sbrink you, cowards ? Mast I do 
Your duty for you ? 

Teil. Lot tliem but stip I've scatter'd 

A flock of wolves that did outnumber them, — 
For Sport I did it. Sport !— I scatter'd tliem 
With but a staff, not half so thick na this. 

\Wrests Sarnem's weapon 'from htm — Sarnem 
and Soldienßy. 
"Wbat '.—IIa !— Beset by bares ! Ye men of Altorf, 
IVhat fear ye ? See what things you fear— the sbowa 
And surfaces of men ! Wliy stand you wondering 

tberc ? 
Why look you on a man tliat'a like yourselves. 
And sce bim do the deeds yourselves migbt do, 
And act thcm not ? Or know you not yourselves ? 
That ye are men ? — that ye have hearts and thoughts 
To feel and think the deeds of men, and bands 
To do tliem? You do say your prayere, and mako 
Confession, and you more do fear the thing 
That kneels to God, tban you fear God bimaelf ! 
You hunt the cbamois, and you've Seen him take 
The precipice before he d yield the freedom 
His Maker gave him ; and you are content 
To live in bonds, tbat have a tbought of fr 
Wliicli Heaveii ne'er gave the little cbamois. 
Why gaze you still with blancbed cbeeks upon n 
Lack voii tbe manbood even to look on, 
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And See bold deeds achieved hy otliers' hands ? 
Or is'i that cap still holds your thralis to fear ? 
Bo free, then ! There ! Thus do I trample on 
The insolenee of Gesler ! [_Tkroics down thepole. 

Sar. ^Swldmly entefing .with Saldier s."^ Seize liirn! 
{_AU tkepmple^ except Vebneb and MiCiiAEi-, fly. 

Teil. Ha! 
Surrounded ? 

Mic. Stand !— I'll back tJiee ! 

Ver. Madman ! — Hence ! [^Forces Michael off. 

Sar. Upon him, slaves ! — Upon liim aU at onco ! 

^Tbll, afler a Uruggle, ü aecureä and tfiroien to the 

ground^ioherethey proeeedtochainhvm.'\ Nowraise him. 

[Tiey ram him, heavily chained, hirsting wü/i 

indignation, and breatklesg. 

Teil. Slave! 

Sar. Rail on ; thy tongue has yet its freedom. 

Teil. Slave! 

Sar. On to the Castle with him — forward ! 

Teil. Slave! IT/ieg go om. 

Re-enter Michabl, alill keld by Vebner. 

Mk. There— there ! They bear him off 
In chains ! Why held you me ? IVhat was my life, 
To save that noble Hon froin the toils? 

Ver. Michael, I knew thee not tili now, I see 
Thou art a man to triist. If thou wouldst free 
That Hon from the toils, there is a way. 

Mic. Show't me. 

Ver. Before this time to-morrow, Michael, 
Tbe camtons will be up in arms, and liere 
In Altorf. 

Mio. Ha ! — the tyrant's Castle 

Ver. Yes. 

Mio. Verner, thou hast saved a precious life to-day 
In aaving mine. Let'a see ; how many friends 
Can I provide me with 'twixt this and night ? 

Ver. For what ? 

Mic. Tliis night I mean to win a, bride, 
And marry her to-tnorrow. 

Fer. Art thou raad? 
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Mic. I am — why rot ? Who'd not be mad lipon 
The golden eve of his hright weddiiij!;-dfty ! 
Don't wonder at me, Verlier. Do you *see 
Yon turret ? 

Fer. Yes. 

Mic. Spy you a casemeiit, too. 
Just half-way up ? 

Fer. I do. 

Mic. Tliis night to me 
That caaement opens, and a, eord, let down, 
Takes up a hcrapen ladder, strong enough 
For me to moiint. 

Fer. Whatthen? 

Mic. Wheii I have won 
The prize I venture for, and safe bestow'd, 
What hinders ten or twcnty of my fricnds — 
What hi.^ders thein, I say, to lodge with me 
This night in yonder tower ? Come along ; 
l've scanty time to bid so tnany guests. 
Come on ; and, as we go, poaaess me of 
Tour plana, tho minute you're to act upon them, 
With all the rest, Don't wonder at me, man : 
You'll biBBS the day that Michael took a. wife, 

\They go oitt. 
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ACT IV. 
SCENE I.—A Chamher in the Castle. 

hinter Gbsleb, »>ith IIodolpii, Llttold, Gebar», and 

OßcerK. 
Ges. [To RoDOLPH,] Double tlio guards. Stay ! 
place your trustiest men 
Ät the poatern. Stop! You'd gowith half your errand; 
I'll teil you when to go. Let every foul 
Within the walls be under arms ; the sieh 
That do not keep their beds, or can risc from them, 
Must takc a weapon ; if they can hut raiae 
A band, we've use for them. Äway, now, Tumult 

l^RoBOi-Pii gern out. 
Under our very browa ! The slavcs will conie, 
In toirents from the bills, and, like a flood, 
O'erwhelm us ! Lntold, say our Orders are, 
On pain of death, uo quarter shall be giren. 
Another word ; let them be men this once, 
I promise them the sacking of the town ! 
Without reaerve, I give it them — of property 
Or soul ! IVe nothing further, sir. [Lutold ffoes oa(.] 

niraze 
Their hahitations, hunt them from their hüls, 
Exterminate th m I II 1 in fear ! 

What word n {T Rudolph, jcäo re-enter>. 

Bod. 'Twa a fals al m Tlie people 
Paid prompt ubm n t j ur order : ono 
Alone resisted wh m tl I ve secured, 
And bring in 1 h f y i, 

Ges. So— II tl 
Again ! 'Tw as f ! tb tl at our soldiers fled ? 
Rod. "Twa h t a part f them fled, my lord ; 
Which, reinfo d t rn i nd soon o'erpower'd 
The rash offender, 

Ges. What ! fled bhey from one ? 
A Single man ? How many were there ? 

Rod. Four, 
With Sarnem. 
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Ges. Sarnem ! Did he fly ? 

Rod. He did ; 
But 'twas for succour. 

Gen. Succour ! One to four, 
And four need succour ? I begin to think 
We're sentinel'd by cffigies of meii, 
Not men themselves. And Sarnem, too ! What ki 
Of man is lie can make a, tiger cowcr ? 
Yea, aad with backera ! I ehould like to see 
That man. 

Kod. He's hero. 

G«*. I'm on thc hüls again ! 
I sce tLeir bleak tops looking down upon me, 
And think I hear them ask me with a scowl 
If I would be their master. Do not sheathe 
Your awords ! — Stand ncar me ! — Beekon some 

those 
About me. I would be attended. If 
He stirs, deapatch him. 

Rod. He's in chaiiis, my lord. 

Ges. I See — I aee he is. 

Ejiter Sabneji and Soldiers, Tcilh Teix in thains. 

Sar. Down, slave ! 
Behold the goTcmor, Down ! down ! and heg 
For mercy ! 

Ges. [_Seated.J Doeshehear? 

Sar. Debate it not. 
Beprompt. Submission, slave ! Thyknee — tbykni 
Or with thy life thou playest. 

Rod. Let'a Force him to 
The ground. 

Ges. Can I believe my eyea ? He smiles ! 

Ger. Why don't you smite him for that look ? 

Ges. He grasps 
Hia chaina aa he would make a weapon of them 
To lay the smiter dead. What kind of man 
la this, that looks in thraldom more at large 
Than they who lay it on him ? 

Rod. Lo yoH bow 
The caitiff scowls ! Pull out bis eyea ! 
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Lut. Lop off 
A limb for him. 

Ge9. A heart iujcessible as bis to trembling 
The rock or marble liath. Tiiey more do fear 
To inflict thaji he to suifer. Each one calls 
Upon the othcr to accomplisli that 
Himself hath not the manliood to begin. 
Wbj" don't tbcy take liim fri>ni my sight ? Behold ! 
Ile has brought tbem to a pause ; and tliere they stand 
Liko tliiiigs entranced by aomo magician's spell, 
"Wonderiiig that they are masters of their Organs, 
And not tlieir faculties. They gaze, on nie 
Aa one expeoted to perform a part 
He doth forget to fill. \^Risei.^ They must not See 
Me thus, Conie, draw thy breatlt with ease — tliou'rt 

Gesler — 
Their lord ; and be's a slave tbou look'st upon ! 
Oanst tbou not mulct the villain in bis lifo ? 
Hast tbou not torturea to reqiiite hini witli ? 
"Tis only in the absencc of thy wrath 
He braves it. Let it show itsulf — at once 
He's passive as the dust tbou tread'st upon ! 
Why speak'st tbou not ? 

Teil. For wonder. 

Ges. Wonder ! 

Teil. Yes, 
That thou shouldst seem a man. 

Gea. What sbould I seem ? 

Teil. A monatet I 

Ges. Ha ! Beware — think on thy chains. 

Teil. Though they were doubled, and did weigh me 

Prostrate to the earth, metbinks I could riae up 

Ktect with notbing but the honest pride 

Of telling thee, usurper, to the teeth, 

Tbou art a monster ! Think upon my chains ! 

Show me the link of them, which, could it spoak, 

Would giye ita evidonce against my word. 

Tiiink on my chaina ! They are my voncbers, which 

I aliow to Heaven, as my acquittance from 

The impions swerving of abetting thee 
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In mockeiy of ita lord ! — Tliink on niy chains ! 
How came tliey on me ? 

Oes. Darest tliou question me ! 

Teil. Datestthou not answer? 

Ges. Do I liear? 

Teil. Thou dost. 

Ges. Bewave my venf^ance I 

Teil. Can it more than kill ? 

Ges. Enoiigli — it can do tliat. 

Teil. No ; not cnougli : 
It cannot take away tlio grace of life — 
Its comeliness of look that virtue gives — 
Its port eroct witli consciirasness of trutb — 
Ita rieh attire of honourable deeds — 
It3 fair report tliat's rife on good men's tongues : 
It cannot lay its liands oit theso, no more 
Than it can pluck hia brightncss from the sun, 
Or with poUutcd finger tamisli it. 

Ges. But it tan make thee writhe. 

Teil. It may. 

Ges. And groan. 

Teil. It may ; and I may cry. 
Go OB, though it sliould make me gvoan again. 

Ges. Whcnce comeat thou ? 

Teil. From the mountains. Wouldst thou learn 
What ncws from them? 

Ge». Canst teil me any ? 

Teil. Ay; 
They watch no more the avalanche. 

Ges. Why so ? 

TelL Becauae they look for thee ! The hnrricane 
Cornea nnaivares upon them ; from ita bed 
The torrent brcaka, and fiads them in ita track — 

Ges. What do they, then ? 

Teil. Thank heaven, it ia not thou ! 
Tliou hast perverted nature in them. The eartk 
Preaenta her fruits to them, and !a not thank'd : 
The harvest sun Is constant, and they acarce 
Retum hia smile : their flocks and her<" 
And tliey look on as men wiio count a loss ; 
Tlioy hear of tbriving uhildreii hörn to them, 
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Andnever shakcthe tcller by tlie haud; 

While tliose tliey havo, they see grow",iip aiiil flouriäii, 

And tliink aa little of caressiiig them,* 

As tliey were things a deadly phg«e;fßad amit:— 

There's not a blessing Heaven vöuchsafes tHem, biit 

Tiie tliought of thee doth withcr to a'ciirse, 

As Bomething they must lose — and richer were 

To Uck ! 

Ges. Thafs riglit ! I'd have tliem like tlieir hüls 
That never smüe, tliougli wanton snmnier tempt 
Tlieni e'er so mucli. 

Teil. But they do somettnieB smilc. 

Ges. Ayl — wlien is that ? 

Teü. AVhen they do talk of vengeance. 

Ges. Vengeance ! Daro 
They talk of that ? 

Teil. Ay, and expcct it, too. 

Ges. Proia wbence ? 

Teil. From heaven. 

Ges. From heaven ? 

Teil. And the true hands 
Are lifted up to it on every hill 
For justice on thee. 

Gex- Where's thy abode ? 

Teil. I told thee — in the mountains. 

Ges. How lies it — north or soulh ? 

Teil. Nor north, nor soutb. 

Ges. Is't to the east or wcst, tlien ? 

Tdl. Whereitlies 
Cuncerns thee not. 

Ges. It does. 

Teil. And if it does, thou siialt not learn. 

Ges. Art married ? 

Teil. Yes. 

Ges. And hast a family ? 

Teil. A son. 

Samem ! 

Sar. My !ord, the hoy ! 

[^Geslek aiffns to Sarnem tu keep silencc, atid 
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Teil. The boy !— what boy ? 
Is't inine ? — and have tliey netted my young fledge- 

ling? 
Now ITeaven Support me, if they Iiave ! He'll own me. 
And share his fatlier's min ! But a look 
Would put liim on his giiard — yet liow to give it ! 
Xow, heart, thy nerve : forget thon'rt flesh — be rock ! 
Tliey come — they come ! 
That Step — that step — that little step, so light 
TJpon the ground, how heavy doea it fall 
Upon my heart ! I fcel my child ! — ^'Tis he ! 
We can but perish. 

Etiler Sabnem mith Albert, loÄüse eyes are riveted oii 



Alh. [^si'ofe.] 'Tis my father's bnw, 
For there's my father, I'll not own him, though. 

Sar. See ! 

Alb. TVliat? 

Sar. Look there. 

All. I do ; what would you have 
Me see ? 

Sar. Thy father. 

All. That is not my fatlier. 

Teil. My boy — my boy ! — my own brave boy ! 
He's safe ! 

fiar. ^Amde to Gesler.^ They're like each other. 

Ges. Yet I see no sign 
Of recognition to betray the link 
Unitee a father and his child. 

Sar. My lord, 
I'm Sure it is bis fether. Look at them : 
That boy did spring from him, or never cast 
Game from the mould it fitted. It may be 
A preeoneerted thing 'gainst such a chance 
That they Burvey eaeh othcr eoldly thus, 
Besidea, with thoso who lead the mountain life, 
The passions are not taken by surprise 
As ready as with us. They do commune 
From day to day with nature's wonders, tili 
They seo her very terrors without awo, 
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And catch from her stern and solemn look, 
That ü'en their joy aeems tliotightful, 

Ges. [Kis£«.] We shall try, 
Lead furth the caitiff. 
Sar. To a dungeon ? 

Gea. No; 
Into the coiirt. 

Sar. The court, my lord ? 

Ges. And send 
To tfU the headsman to maie ready. Quick ! 
The ahive ahall die ! You mark'd the bov ? 

Sar. Idid. 
He Started — 'tis his father. 

Gea. Wo ahall aee. 
Away with him ! 

Teil. Stop!— stay! 

Ge». What would you ? 

Teil. Time,— 
A little time to call niy thoiights together, 

Ges. Tliou shalt not have a mitiutc. 

Teil. Some one, thcn, 
To speak with. 

Ges. Hcnce with him ! 

Teil. A moment — stop ! 
Let me speak to tho boy. 

Ges. Is lie thy son ? 

TeU. Andif 
He were, art thou so loat to natnre as 
To send nie forth to die before his face ? 

Ges. Well, speak with him. Now, Sarnem, mark 
them well. [Albebt ^oes to Tell, 

Teil. Thou dost not know nie, boy ; and weli for tliee 
Thou dost not. I'm the father of a son 
About thy age : I dare not teil thee where 
To find him, lest he should be fuund of those 
'Twei-e not so safe for him to meet with. Thou, 
I See, wast born, like him, upon the hills ; 
If thou shouldst 'scape thy preaent thialdom, he 
May chanee to croas thee ; If he should, I pray tliee 
Relate tjj him what haa been passing here. 
And aay 1 hüd my band u(ion thy head, 
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And Said to tliee — if he were herc, as thoa art, 
Tims wimid I blesa him : Mayst tiiou live, my hoy, 
To see thy country free, or die for her 
Äa I do ! 

Sar. Mark ! — He weeps. 

Teil. Were hc my son. 
He would not shnd a tear : he wodd remeinber 
The cliff where he was bred, and leam'd to acan 
A thousaod fathoms' depth of nether air ; 
"VVhere he was train'd to hear the thunder talk. 
And meet the lightning eye to eye ! Where last 
We spoke together — wben I told him death 
Bestow'd the brightest gern that graces life, 
Embraced for virtue's sake, — he shed a tear ! 
Now, were he by, I'd talk to him, and bis cheek 
Sliould nevcr blancli, nor moiature dim hia eye, — 
I'd talk to him 

Sar. He faltcra. 

Teil. Tia too much ! 
And yct it must be done ! I'd talk to him 

Ges. Ofwhat? 

Teil. [^Tums to Geslee.] Themotlier, tyrant, thou 
dost raako 
Awidowof! I'd talk to him of her. [_Tums to Aleert. 
I'd hid bim teil her, next to liberty, 
Her uatne was the last words my lips pronounced : 
And I would chargo him never to forget 
To love and eheriah her, as he would have 
His father'a dying blesaing reat upon him ! 

Sar. You aee, as he dotli prompt, the other acts. 

Te/l. ^^Aside.'} So well he heara it, he doth vanquish 

My boy ! my boy !^0, for the hills — the hüls, 
To see him bound along their tops again, 
With liberty, so light upon his heel, 
That, like the ehaniois, he flings hehind him 

Sar. Was there not all the father in that look ? 

Ges. Yet 'tis against nature, 

Sar. Not if he believes 
To own the son would be to make him ahare 
The father'^ death. 
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Gm. I did not tliink of that. 
I thank thee, Sarneai, for the thoiiglit. 'Tis well 
The boy is not tljy son : I've destined Iiini 
To die along with thee. 

Teil. To die ! For what ? 

Ges. For having braved my power, as thou hast. 

Tliem forth 

Teil. Ue'a but a cliüd. 

Ges. Away with them ! 

Tele. Perhaps an only chüd. 

Ges. Is'o matter. 

Teil. He 
May have a mothcr. 

Ges. So the viper bath ; 
And yet wbo spares it for tbe mother'a sake ? 

Tdl. I talk to stone ! I talk to it as thotigh 
'Twere flesh, and know 'tis nooe. No wonder ; I've 
An argument niight turn as hard a tliing 
To flesh — the softest, kindliest flesh, as e'er 
Sweet Pity ebose to lodgc her foimtaina in. — 
Bnt I do talk to stone, I'll talk to it 
No more, Come, my boy, 
I taught thee how to live — I'll aliow thee how 
Todie 

Ges. Ho is thy child ! 

Teil. \_Emlraces Albert.] He is my child ! 

Ges. I've wrung a tear from him ! Thy naroe ? 

Teil. My name ? 
It matters not to keep it from thee, now : 
My name is Teil. 

Ges. TeU «—William TcU ? 

Teil. The same. 

Ges. What ! he so famed 'bove all his countrymen 
For guiding o'er the stormy lake the boat ? 
And auch a mastec of bis bow, 'tis said 
His arrows never miss ! — Indeed — Fll take 
Exquisite vengeance ! — Mark ! I'll spare thy life, 
Thy boy'3, too. — Botb of you are free — on ona 
Condition. 

Teil. Name H. 
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Ges. I would see you make 
A trial of your skill with that same bow 
You ahoot HO well with. 

Teil. Name the trial you 
"Would have me make. 

Geg. You look upon your boy 
As though instinctively you guess'd it. 

TeU. Look 
Upon my boy ! — Wliat mean you ? Look upon 
My boy as thougli I guess'd it ! Gueaa'd the trial 
You'd have me make ! Guess'd it 
Instinctively ! You do not mean — Ko~No — 
You would not havo mc make a trial of 
My skill upon my child ! Impossible ! 
I do not guess your meaning. 

Ges. 1 would See 
Tliee hit an apple at the distance of 
A hundred paces. 

Teil. Is my boy to hold it ? 

Ges. No. 

Teil. So !— I'il send the atrow tliiough the corc 

Ges. It 13 to rest upon Ins head. 

Teil. Great Heaven, 
Thou hear'st liim ! 

Ges. Thou dost hear the choice I giTe — 
Such trial of the skill thou'rt master of, 
Or death to both of you, not otherwiae 
To bo escaped. 

Teil. Oh, monster! 

Ges. Wilt tiiou doit? 

All'. Hc will ! he will ! 

Teil. Ferocious monster ! Make 
A father murder bis own child ! 

Ges. Take off 
Hiä chains, if he consents. 

Teil. With his own hand ! 

Ges. Does he consent ? 

Altt. Ile does. 

[|Ge8leb siffns to his officers, viho jtroeeed to 
off Tell's chaim, Tbll all t!ie whik 
ofichat they do. 
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Teil. With liis own liand !— 
Slurder hia child with his own band ! 
Tho hand I've led him, when an infant, by ! 
"Tis beyond horror — 'tis most horrible ! 
Ämazement ! — 'Tis too mucli for flesh and blood 
To hcar — men sliould be made of steel to stand it : 
And I believe I am myself about 
To tum to some such thing ; for feeUng grows 
Benumb'd within me, that I seem to loae 
Almost the power of hating him, and keep 
A calm, when heaven and earth give Warrant for 
Atempest, \^IIis tkfdm fall off .~^ What's that you have 

dono to me ? 
Villiüns'. \jro the Guards.'y put on ray chains again. 

My hands 
Are free from blood ; and have no guat for it 
That they should drink my cliild's ! — Here ! — here ! — 

I'll not 
Murder my boy for Gesler. 

Alb. Father — fatbcr ! 
You will not hit me, fathor ! 

Teil. Hit thee !— Send 
The arrow through thy br^n — or, missing that, 
Shoot out an eye — or, if thine eye escapea, 
Mangle the cheek I've Seen thy mother's lipa 
Cover with kiaaes ! — Hit theo ! — Hit a hair 
Of thce, and cleave thy mother's hcart. Who'a he 
Asks me to do it ? — Show him me, — the moaster ! 
Make him perceptibie unto my reason 
And heart ! In vain my eenses vouch for him ; 
I hcar he livea— I see it — but it is 
A prodigy that nature can't believe ! 

Ga. Dost tliou consent \ 

Teil. Give me my bow and quiver. 

Ge». For what ? 

Tdl. To shoot my boy ! 

Alb. No father! no, 
To save me ! — You'll be sure to bit the apple. 
Will you not save me, father ? 

Teil. Lead me forth, — 
I'll make the trial ! 
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Alb. Thank you ! 

Teil. Thank me !~Do 

You know for what ! 1 will not make the trial, 

To take liim to hia mother in my arms. 
And lay him down a corse before her ! 

Gex. Tlien 
He dies this moment ; and you certainly 
Do murdcr him, whoae life you have a chance 
To save, and will not nse it. 

Teil. Well— ni do it : 
I"!l make the trial. 

Alb. [_Ruiis up to Tell and embraces him,.'\ Fathcr ! 

Teil. Speak not to me : 
Let mo not hear thy voice — thou must be dumb ; 
And so sliould all things he — earth should be dumb ! 
And heaven — nnless its thunders mutter'd at 
The deed, and seut a bolt to stop it ! Give me 
My bow and quiver ! 

Ges. When all's ready. 

TeU. Well ! 
Lf?ad on ! \_Thei/ go ovi ; Tell guard^d. 



SCENE 11.— Without the Castle. 

Enter, slowlr/, several Citi£en&, as \f öbserving something 

Jbllowing them, Vernbb, and Theodobe. 

Ver. The pace tliey're moving at ia that of men 
About to do the work of death. Some wretch 
Is doom'd to sufFer. Should it be my friend — 
Should it be Teil ! 

Tke. No doubt 'tia some good man. 

Ver, Poor Switzerland ! poor country ! Not a son 
Is left to thee that's worthy to be one. 
'Tis not 3 common man, with such paiade, 
Thcy lead to death : I eount four castellains 

The. There's a fifth. 
Ver. And Sarnem, too ! 
Do you See him ? 
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T}te. Yes: and Geslor follows him. 
Who can it be ? 

Ver. "We'il see. He's coniing, now — 
■Tis William Teil! 

The. Verner, do yoii know the boy 
Tliat follows him ? 

Ver. A boy ! It is bis son ! 
What horror'a to be acted ? Do you see 
The headsraan ? 

The. No ! I 8ee ao headsman there, 
No apparatus for the work of death. 
Perliaps the/re not to siiffer ! 

Ver, Lo you how 
Tlie women clasp tbeir hands, and now and tlien 
Look up to heaven ! You see that aome do weep. 
No headsman'a there ; but Uealer's at no loss 
Für means of cmelty becaiise there lacks 
A headsman ! 

Enter Piehre. 

Pie. Horrible ! — most hoirible 
Decree ! — To save hia own and Albert's life, 
Teil ia to ahoot an apple from the head 
Of hisownchild! 

Enter, slow!}/, Burgher» and Women, Lutold, RonoLPB, 
Gekakd, Sarnem, Gesleh, Tell, Albebt, and a Sal- 
dier bearing Telts bow and iniver — (aiotker witit a hucket 
o/appleg — Soldiers, SjC. 

Geg. That ia your ground. Now shall thcy 
measHre tlicnce 
A hundred paces. Take the diatance. 

Teil. Ia 
Tbe line a true one ? 

Ges. True or not, what ia't 
To thee ! 

Teil. What is't to me ? A little thing, 
A yery little thing — a yard or two, 
Is nothing here or there — were it a wolf 
I shot at ! Ncyer mind. 

Geg. Be thankful, aSave, 
Üiir grace accorda thee lifo on any terms. 
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Teil. I wOl be tliankful, Gealer ! ViUain, stop ! 
Yoii measure io the sun. 

Ges. And wliat of that ? 
What matter, whether to or from the sun ? 

Teil. I'd have it at my back. — The sun should shiiiu 
Upon ilie mark, and not on him that shüota. 
I cannot see to shoot againat the sun — 
I ivill not shoot against the sun ! 

Ges. Give him his way ! — Thou hast cause to bless 

my mercy. 
Teil. I shall remember it. I'd Hke to see 
The apple I'm to ahoot at. 

Ges. Show me 
The baskct ! — There — 

Teil. You've pick'd the smallest one. 
Ges. I know I have. 
Teil. ! do you ? — But you see 
The coloTir on't is dark — I'd have it üght, 
To see it better. 

Gei. Take it as it is : 
Thy skill will bo the greater if thou hitt'st it. 

Teil. True — true — I didn't think of that — I wondev 
I did not think of that. — Give me somo chance 
To aave my boy ! I will not murder hint 
If I can help it — for the honour of 
The form thou wear'st, if all the heart is gone. 
Ges. Well ! choose thyself. 

[ifantfe a hasket of apples—Ti3.i, takes ovr. 
Teil. Have I a friend among 
The lookers on ? 
Fer. Here, Teil ! 
Tdl. I tliank thee. Venier ! 
He is a iriend runs out into a storm 
To shake a band with vs. 1 must be brief. 
When once the bow is bent, we cannot take 
The shöt too soon. Verner, whatever be 
The issue of this lioiir, tlio common cause 
Must not stand still. Let not to-morrow's sun 
Set on the tyrant's banner. — Verner ! Verner ! 
The boy ! — the boy ! — Think'st thou he bas the courago 
To stand it ? 
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Ver. Yea. 

Teil. Does he tremble ? 

Ver. No. 

Tdl. Art Bure ? 

fV. I am. 

Teil. How looka he ? 

FöC Clear and smilingly. 
If you doubt it — look yourself. 

T4L No — no— my friend, 
To hear it ia enongh. 

Ver. He bcara himself 
So muth ahove hia yeara — 

TdL I know !— I know. 

Ver. With constancy so modest — 

Teil. I was sure 
He ■would — 

Ver. And looks with euch relying love 
And reverence upon you — 

TeU. Man ! Man ! Man ! 
No niore ! Äh^ady I'm too much the father 
To a«t the man ! — Yerner, no more, my friend ! 
I would be flint—flint — fiint. Don t make me feei 
I'm not — yo« do not mind me ! — Take tbe boy 
And set him, Veraer, with his back to me. — 
Söt bim lipon his knees — and place this apple 
Upon his head, so that the stem may front me — 
Thna, Vemer ; chargc liim to kecp steady — teil liim 
I'Il hit the apple ! — Verner, do all this 
More briefly than I teil it thee- 

Ver. Come, Albert ! 

Alb. May I not speak with him before I go ? 

Ver. No— 

Alb. I would only kiaa hia band. 

Ver. You must not. 

Alb. I mnst ! — I cannot go from him withont ! 

Ver. It is hia will you should. 

Alb. Hia will, is it ? 
I am content, then — come. 

Teil. My boy ! {^HoUing out /m arms to him. 

Alb. My father ! [^Rmm'mff into Tbli/s arrm. 

Teil. If tliou caost bear it, should not I ? — Go now. 
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Wy son — -and kecp in mind tliat I can sliuot. — 
Go, boy^ — bo tliou but stcady, I will bit 
The apple. \^Kisses him.2 Go ! — God bleas thee — go. — 
My bow ! ^Saknbh gives tAe 6ow. 

Thou wilt not fail thy maater, wilt tbou t — Thou 
Hast never fail'd liim yet, old servant.— Ko. 
I'm eure of thee — I know thy lionesty, 
Thou'rt stanch — stanch — I'd descrve to find thee trci- 

cherous," 
Could I suapect thee ao, Come, I will atake 
My all upon theo ! Lct me see my quiver. 

Ges. Give hirn a aingle arrow. 

Teil. Do you shoot ? 

Lut. I do. 

Teil. la't so you pick an arrow, friend ? 
The point, voa sco, is bent, tbe feather jagg'd ; 
Thafs all the uae 'tis fit for. IBr^ais il. 

Ges. Let bim have 
Another. 

Teil. "Why, 'tis better than the firat, 
But yet not good enough for auch an aim 
As I'm to take, 'Tis beavy in tbe sLaft : 
I'ü not shoot with it! IThroics it awatf.2 Let me sie 

my quivcr. 
Bring it ! 'tia not one arrow in a dozen 
I'd take to shoot with at a dove, much leas 
A dove like tbat ? What is't you fear ? I'm but 
A naked man, a wretched naked man ! 
Your Lelpluss tbrall, abne in the raidat of you, 
With every one of you a weapon in 
His band. What can I do in such a strait 
With all the arrows in that quiver ? Come, 
TVill you give it me or not ? 

Ges. It matters not. 
Show Iiim tbe quiver. You're reaolved, I see. 
Nothing shall please you. 

^Tell krteeh and pich out an urroic. 

Teil. Am I BO ?— Thafa stränge, 
Tbat's very stränge ! — See if tbe boy is roailv, 

Ver. Heia. 

Tdl. I'm ready too ! — Keep silence, for 
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Hcaven's säte, and do not atir — and let mo have 

Your prayers — your prayers — and be my witnesses, 

Tiiat if liis life's in peril from my liand, 

'Tis unly für the cliance of saving it. 

Now, friends, for mercy's sake, keep raotionless 

And siknt. 

[^Tell hend» hh Low, and fixes ihe arrow — As he 
raisea the how to take aim, otie of the speetator» 
drops H/eless — Tbll loaers the low. 
Teil. Do you aee 1 
Ges. Away witli him 1— 
Goon! 

[He raises the low again, and~, wlusn he hos broitght 
it to kis eye, a woman shrie&s, and falls fainttn^ 
in the armg ofantither. 
Teil. Do you hear ? 
Ges. Eemove her, slaves. Go on ! 
Teil. I will. 

[Tell shoots, and a shoul ofexuUatton lursts from 
tite erowd. Tell's head ärops on his hosoin ; he 
with diffieulty supports himself upon kis how. 
V&r. \Jiushinff in icitk Albert.] Thy boy is safe ; 

uo hair of liim is toucb'd ! 
Alb.¥a,Üiei,Tmsa,fe — your Albert's safe. Dearfather, 
Speak to me ! speak to me ! 
Fer. He cannct, boy! 
Alb. You grant him life ? 
Ges. I do. 

Alb. And we are free ? 
Ges. You are. 

Alb. Thank Heaven ! tliank Heaven 
Ver. Open his vest, 
And give liim air. 

[| Albert opens his father's vest, and an arrow 
drops — Tell staits, fixes his eyes on Alblrt, 
and claspt him to his (/reast. 
Teü,. My boy ! my boy ! 
Ges. For what 
Ilid you that arrow in j'our breast? Speak, slavc ! 
Teil. To kill thee, tyrant, had I sljün my boy ! 
Ges. J\Jy guards ! secure him ! 
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Teil. Tyrant '. every liill shall blaze 
With vengeance. 

Ges. Slaves, obey me ! 

Teil. Liberty 
Sliall at thy downfall shout from every peak ! 

Ges. Away with him ! [_Gmiril3 setze hi 

Teil. My eountry shall bo free ! 

\Tke>j drag Tell o 



ACT V. 
SCENE L— Gwfo-'s Castle— A Lake 



Eitler Gesler, Rodolph, and OJicers. 
Ges. IIow say you ? — Üri in commotion ? — 
Rod. Yes; 
Out scouia report on Sure intelligence. 

üe». Wen, what of Uri ? [Cdling.-} Samern ! {T.} 
ßoDOLPU.] Go, patrole 
Tlie town, and take especial note of all 
You See, and straiglit report to Sarnem ! \_Exit Ko- 
DOLPU.] Samein ! 

Enter Saknem. 

Sar. My lord, 

Ges. The hark — is't ready ? hurry it ! 
And lead Iiim from liis dungeon, [Sabnem goes om(.] 

He shall cliangc 
His prisoa for a strenger; then, perhaps, 
I'U rest. 

Yet wlierefore sJiould he break my rost, 
As thoiigh my Chamber portal be beset, 
Instead of pining in my deepest dungeon, 
"With füll assistance of my bolts and bars. 
And all my giiards to hoüt ? TJpon my coiich 
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I tlirow niyself, and do not know its down 

From flint, for any softness that it lends 

My wearied spirits — all witli tliouglit of him ! 

Or, if I close my eyes, aleep only draws 

Her curtain round my thoughts, to shut them in 

With restlesaness, from which they tum to watehing 

As to refreshment. Then I'm oti tliD hillg, 

And he ia witii nie tliere, tlieir master ; at 

His call, tlie clouds do gatlier, and let loose 

Their tlmnders on me, tili I'm deafen'd with 

Tlieir din, and feel their lightaings blasting me ! 

The dark ravinc then opens at my feet, 

And down I aplash into the torrent, where 

Hie cataract begins its fearful Icap, 

Tliat drags me over with't. Or on the brink 

He aets me of tlie cliff, and makes me acan 

The mountain'a baae, tiiat lies direct below, 

Too decp for eye to bear ; tili, with the sigbt 

Maddening, I spring into the void, and atraigbt 

Go spinning down the air, — that, when I wakc, 

Convulscd for vcry lack of breath, I can't 

Believe but still I'm falling. 

Re- enter Sarneu, 

Sar. Now, my lord 

Gei. [_Ctttckinff hold 0/ himS] Samem ! 

Sar. My lord, what moves you ? 

Ges. We are so 
Beset with traiturs, Sarnem, we forget 
The voices of oiir frienda, The bark ia ready ? 

Sar. It is, my lord. 

Ges. Our prisoner, too ? That's well ! 
What kind of night ? 

Sar. Clear starlight ; — not a breath of wind. 

Geg. That's stränge ! 

Sar. My lord ? 

Ges. I say, 'tis stränge 
The night aliould he so calm, I'm glad of it. 
And yct I marvel at it. I did look 
To find it was o'ercast ; 'tis very stränge ! 
Wliy shoiiid I look for frowns to the mild night 
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That scems disposcd to send me none ? Wliat's tliat ? 
[^Noise ofwind and distant tempest. 

Sar. The wind is rising, 

Ges. Did I not say it, Sarnem ? 

Sar. You did, my lord. 

Get. The night will be a rough one. 
Me-Piiler Rudolph. 

Rod. Lutold, my lord, rcports the town is quiet, 
Save that the burghers frequent pass from iiouse 
To liouae, witli looks tbat argue restless 
And brooding discontent. ^KoDOLPn ffoee out. 

Ges. Is this revolt ? \_Louder wind. 

You'U See the guarda aie trehled, Sarnem. Hark ! 
Now yo« may hear tlio wind ! 

Sar- 'Twin be a storm. 
My lord, Hwere well you ventured not yotirself ; 
Those lakes are dangcrous at night ; tlie coiuse 

Ges. No, Sarnem ; I must see yon slave 
Disposed myself. My Castle on the lake'a 
Inipregnahle ; l'll take him there, and plau 
Sume means of signal piuiishment, to check 
The spirit of revolt. The storm I fear 
Is that we carry with us. Tell's the eloud 
From which I dread a thunderbolt ! Besides, 
He is a hostage worth my life. [jJsjife.] The boy 
Kemains — should they attempt the caatle, lead bim 
To the walls; and tlireaten tliem, if once a bow 
Is beut, to sacrifice bim in their sight. 
Re-enfer RodoiiPh. 

ßorf. My lord, we've news of gatherings in the hüls ! 

Ges. A storm, indeed, is rising. Come, the boat. 
[Gesler and Offkers go out. 

Sar. They're fairly off. The wind's against tiiem ; 
but 
It blows a gentle, though a fitful breezo. 
I would not be in Gesler's place. 

Rod. "VVhyso? 

Sar. Something will ehance to-night. 

Hüd. Why think'st tbüu so ? 
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.S(f)'. 1 know not wliy, The look lie gave before 
He icft US — did you mark it, Rudolph ? 

Rod. Yes. 

Sar. I never aaw 3 look IJke that. It lower'd 
To yery darkneas. Fate was in that look, 
Come, Eodolph, to oiir charge. We must prepare 
To nieet a storm to-night. '[Tkey ga out. 



SCENE W.—Suppmed lo be in ike Vidnitif of the Castle. 
Enter Waldman and Michaki,. 

Wal. I sore mistrust thee, Michael. If thoit play'st 
The trifler witli ine now 

Mic. Dear father, fear not. 

Wal. B«t I do fear thee, boy ; and, if not thee, 
I fear this stormy night. Dost hear tlie thunder ? 

Mic. I do ; but it is diatant. 

Wal. There again ! 

Mic. It Sounds in tlie direction of t!ie hike. 

Wal. Why hast thou brought me hlther ? 

Mic. Worthy aire, 
Tliou said'st I'd never marry tili my teeth 
Were gone. To show thee, to tby heart's content, 
The prophecy was wrong, I've bronght thee liither 
To help nie to take home my gentle bride, 
Whom thon shalt see anon. 

Wcd. He's past all hope. 
Am I tby but to play a jest upon ? 
Is tliis a place to jest ? 

Mic. No place more safe ; 
No aentinel is here to mar a jest, 
Were I disposed for one, 

Wal. The storm is on. 
Wouidst hold me here to bide this pelting gtorm ? 

Mic. Dear father, huah, nnlesa you'd apnil my 
wedding, 
And mar the only chance of making roe 
A sober man. And, look, my bridesmen come. 
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Enter Jaobeli and a band itf Yourig Men with a rope-ladder. 

yi'ic. IVelcoiae, Jaglieli ! Father, my chief man, 
Wlio meäns to take exaniple by your son — 
Marry a wife, and ever after live 
Tlio graveat man, in Altorf. 

Wal. Let me see 
Thy bride, and l'll believe thou mean'st to wed. 
It cannot be ! Thcre's not a man in Attorf 
Would tako tbee for his son-in-law ! 

Mk. No man 
In Altorfsball say son-in-law to me. 

Wal. Wliere wilt thou gct thy bride, thett ? 

Mk. Thon shalt see. 
Ha ! there's the liglit — Jagbeli, tbat's the casement. 
Come on ! Friends, stay you herc. And, father, pray 
Command your patience, tili I give you proof. 
Such aa sball füll content you, that I mcan 
With all my beart to be a married man, 

[Michael and Jaohbli go out. 

Wal. Frionda, can you help me to a clue to find 
Tliis riddlo out ? 

The. TVe're swom to secrecy, 
And may not answer you. 

Wal. I aee— I aee_ 
He'a not content to make a jest of me, 
But bringa hia friends to join him in tbe laugb. 
Ho wed ! — He take a wife ! — He bring aome boy, 
Dreas'd in bis sistor a gown and tucker, with 
His voice upon tbe crock — to pass bim for 
His bride upon me. l'll begone, and balk 

\_More thunder. 
Hia most irrevercnt mirtb ! Good night, vny friends ; 
I giTe yo« joy of thia fair night. [Going. 

Euter Michael and Aon'es — Jaghcli and Annbli. 
Mic. Moat trusting love. 
Fear not ; l'll givo tbee to safe warding, tiil 
I take thee to mine own. Fair Anneli, 
Go with thy cousin. Father, to thy care 
Wc trust tlieae jewels, that sliaU keep «3 rieh 
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For liff! ! Doii't wonder, sweet— tbcre's not a carc 
To-niglit doth cost tlieo, but caoh after-day 
Sliall bring as many golden joys as hours 
To pay thee for. 

Ann. I truBt tliey mean \i3 lionest. 

Wal. A woman, as I iive ! 

AffH. Honest or not, 
No matter now, dear cuz ; our fortune's told — 
We're caiight ! 

Wal. A woman, too ! 

Mic. By liands so kind ! — 
So loving in their tendance on tlieir prizp, 
You'd not take freedom for captivity. 

A^. Don't try us ! 

Mic. Not unlesa you choosp. 

Ann. Dear coz ! 
Let US go back. 

Affn. Nay, coz, we'll e'cn go on. 
These gallanta trusted once, to trust them on, 
They say, is sometimcs to seciire tlie debt. 

Wal. Fair lady, I will be your bond, to see 
Due payment made — if you will take mo for't. 

Mk. Dear father, wlien you hear me jcst again, 
You'U drink yonr grandson'a liealtli tliat is to bc. 
And pardon me for Jiini, — Äway ! — Away ! 
These heads do ask a kinder canopy 
Tlian tUis rough sky affords. 

Wal. Go you not witli «s ? 

Mic. No ; our brides fovbid. 
Nor nnay we see them tili we bring the priest 
To Visit them to-morrow; and, hesides, 
WeVe comradea here, briglit gallants, as ourselves 
Were once, of whom we'd take a handsomc leave. 
This night, that parts us thiis, we will forgive, 
For tlie fair fellowa that sball follow it. 
Good night — sound aleep — sweet dreams — good night 
— good night — 

^Waldman, Agnes, and Annbli, </o auf. 
Now, fricnds, the caseinent ; there the ladder haugs ; 
Climb fast and silcntly. The chambor on 
The postem opens, and ia lock'd within : 
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Thence we can watcli the motiona of our Mends, 
And at the moment !end our sudden aid, 
When it can most avail. — On — on and np ! 

\_Your>g Men go c 
Now, Michael, liere'a the closing uf thy jests, 
Or making of theo ! — Fortune hold thy friend, 
There's not a sobei man in Altorf but 
Would wcar thy brows, for all their cap and beila ! 
[Goesc 



SCENE III.— ^ Mountain, witk a viaw of the Lake 

Lucerne. 

Enler Smiiia, leading Old Melctal. 

Old M. I keep thee back ? 

Emma. No, 

Old M. I am sure I do. 

Emma. And if you do, it matters not — we've gain'd 
The ciiff. Should Emi come, how iica the traek 
From this he'll take ? 

Old M. The lakc's in vicw. 

Em.ma. It is. 

Old M. Then sct me fronting it. Now, as I point, 
See'st thoü the Shoulder of a wooded hill 
That overlooks the rest ? 

Emma. I see it well. 

Old M. Another hiH's in front of it ? 

Emma. There ia. 

Old M. His track liea o'er the \eree of that same 

hin, ■■ 

And so exact from thia, what moves upon't 
Is plainly Seen betwist the aky and you. 
Discem you augbt upon't ? 

Emma. I think I do. 
Yes— yes, I do. There, father, there !— 0, father ! 
Forgive me that the mother and the wife 
Fot^ot your eyes were out ! 

Old M. Thüu mayst foTget 
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Wliat I forget mi-sclf with care for tliee. 
Wliat dost thou 8ee lipon tliat liül, my cliild7 

Emma. Figures of men in motion ; but aa dinn 
As shadows yet. 

Old M. 'Tis Erni ! O that I 
Had eyea to aee the shadow of my cliüd. 
O blesa'd are tliey that see ! — They twice embrace 
The prccioua tbiogs ttiey love. — If it be tbey, 
They'll soon be here. 

Emma, Too lata, I fear, too late. 
Tu save myhnsband and my child. Why fled 
Tbe churl aoon as he told us tbey were in 
The tyrant's power ? 

Old M. Blame not bis baste, my cliild ; 
'Twas sure for good. 

Emma. I see a bark upon 
Tbe lake. How oft has William crossed tbat lake ! 
Ile'U crossit nc'er again. 

Old M. Ilave hope — liave hope. 

Emma. Fatber ! 

OldM. My child! 

Em/ma. I think I see the gleam 
Of lances in tbe bark — l'm aure I do ! 

OldM. Likcly, my child : thetyrant and biaguards 
Perbapa are there. He has a bolii, you know, 
Upon tbo lake — a caatle, stronger far 
Tlian tbat at Altorf. 

Emma. Father — fatber ! 

OMM. What? 
What moves you so, my child ? 

Emma. Tbe form of hiiii 
Who steers the bark is like — 

OUM. Like whose? 

Emma, My husband's ! 
Yes— yes ! 'Tis William !— So he bolds the beim, 
I'd know him at the heim from any man 
That ever steer'd a bark upon tbe lake ! 
I fear — I fear ! — 

Old M. What ist you foar, my daugliter? 
Is't the lake ? 

Emma. No, no ! The lake is rou^li, 
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Chafed witli tlie storm of yestemiglit — 'tis rongli ; 

But 'tia not tliat I fear. Wliat businesa lisive 

Tlie Linces in that bark f What's tliat ho docs ? 

He steers her right upon a rock ! — 'Tis in 

Deapair 1 and tliere he'U die befüre my eyea !— 

Ha ! what ! — What's tbat ! He springa upon tlie rock ! 

He flies! — lie'a free! — but tbey purane him ! Stny 

Old M. Wliat wouldat thou do, my diild ? [here. 

Emma. Fly to liis aid. 

Old M. Alaa ! what aid can you afford to him ? 

Emma. Cling to tlie foremoat of bis murderers. 

Old M. And belp them so to siirely stop bis flight. 
Would he Büt cling to you ? 

Emma. Alas! Iie wüuM. 
What shouldl do? 

Old M. See how our frienda come on. 
If it was they, tliey shoiild be nearer now. 

Emma. Tbey are!— Tliey are ! 

Old M. Let's haate to meet fbem, tiien, 
The track — tho track ! la't tbis way ? Come, iny 

cliild : 
I'U sbow tbee wbere — if tbou wilt stand, aiid wave 

tbem, 
They're Bure to see thee, Let us trust to tbem 
For aid. Don't look bebind. Come on — come on ! 

{Tkey go üul. 

Enter TELi.,/ri>m an cmineiiee. 
Ti^ll. Wbene'er I cboose, I bave tbe spced of tlieni. 
Nor dare they shoot : so oft as they prej>are, 
If 1 but bend my bow, the terror of 
Tbe deadly aim alone transfixes tliem, 
Tbat down tbey drop their weapons by tbeir sides, 
And stand at gazo, witb lapsed power, as tbougb 
In every heart an arrow from my bow 
Stood quivering, I knew that beetling clifF 
Would oost tbem breatb t« climb. They top it now. 
Ha ! [_Bends Im Jmt.] Havc I brought you to a stand 

atrain ? 
111 keep you tiiere, to givc your master tioie 
To breathe. Poor slaves ! no game aro you for mc ; 
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But could I draw the tyrant on that slirinks 
Behind you. — TUcri! he is ! 11! take yoii crag, 
From whicli a leap, they dare not takc, at once 
Enables me to distance tliem, and there 
Bring bim to parley. \I^Ascanih the cra^. 

Enter Archers and Spearsmeii,/oltowed by Gesler. 

Ge». Wherefore do you fly ? 

Teil. Whereforc do you pursuo me ? Said you not 
You'd give me liberty, if tbrougb the stonn 
I aafely ateer'd your prow ? Tlie wavea did thea 
Lash over you ; your pilot left the heim ; 
I took it, and tliey rear'd their heads no more, 
XJnless to bow tliem and give way to me. 
And let your pinnace on. You did repeat 
Your proinise, as you trenibling lay along 
The bottom of the bark, and acann'd the looks 
Of your pale crew, tliat shrunk, while fiercer wax'd 
The fury of the wind, and to ita height 
Tije roaring of the angry thunder rose, 
Through wliich I brought you as through savage foes, 
My friends, tliat for my sake forbore. You twice 
Promised nie liberty. I only take 
What you did proniise. 

Geg. Traitor, "tvras your place 
To wMt my time. 

Teil. It would bave been, Iiad I 
Believed tbat time would come. If I'm a prize 
Worthy to take, wliy hang you tbua büliiud 
Your minions ? "Why not lead the chase yourself ? 
I,ack you tl:e manbood D'i.'n to breast the aport 

Gen. Transfix the slave with all your darts 
At once. 
Teil. Ha. 

^Takesnim a^ain — ihey drop llmr weapone, tehkh 
they had halfraued, 
Follow me ! Keen huntamen they 
The game iteelf must urge. Keep up the cliase ! 

\IIe rashes friym the rock. 
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Ges. You kcep too dose togetUer 
That some of you inay liit liim u 
His quiver füll of ducats to tlie man 
That bringa hira down, On, cowards — on, I say ! 

[_Tkei/ffo oui. 



SCENE IV.—TAe'JuUide o/Gesler's Casth—the Draw- 
briäge up— tke dueal banner of Anttria hoisled — lAe 
ramparls lined icitk Archer and Spearetimi. 

Sarnem, R0DDI.PH, Gehahi), and Lutol», on Ihe top ofan 

advanced basliort. — In Ihe fmnl, Vernbr, Tubodokb, 

lind Pierre, «nfh Barghers and Fürst, with Moun- 

taineers, all armed. 

Sar. [On the hastion.'j What iiieans this hostile sliow ? 
Speak, biirghers, wliy 
Before titese walls assemble ye in arms 1 

Ver. To drive the Spoilers of onr country from 
Their hold, avenge her cruel wrongs, and aet 
Her cliildren free ! 

Sar. Be warn'd in time ; — disperse ! — 
Your homes ! your homes ! or not a man of you 
But treads upon his grave. 

Ver. Take waming thou ! 
Of thee and every soni that with thee bidos 
That Castle is the tomb, iinleas you straight 
Surrender William Teil ! — Is iie alive ? — 
Give up our couiitrynian — we'U treat with thee 
For but the aake of sparing human blood ! 

Sar. Traitor, he is not lierc. 
He Uves — but for your threat, to sliow you what's 
Its weiglit — Beliold his son ! 

^Albert m led fortcard l>y the Hcademan, mtk a 
drawn gicord. 
And heed how lie's 

Attended ! — Mind ! the gnomon'a on the hour : 
If, when it rings, a Single soul remains 
Of tliose rebellions banÜs, the headsman does 
His ofEce. — Mark mu further, renegade ! 
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Gesler ts at Üb castlo on tiie lalie, 

Where lies tliy countryinan, in cliainä last night 

Transported thitlier—whom tlie torture liatli 

Confes&'d — The govemor 19 niaster of 

Your plana; aud, reinforced, is on hie way — 

Tell rushes in,JbUou!ed by Enm and Mountaineers. 
Teil. Villain, 'tia false ! — Alive thou ne'er slialt see 
Tliy master more ! — An »rrow from hia Low 
Hatli feit tlie last tbrob of the tyrant's lieai-t. 
Proceed to tbe aasault. 

För. See! William — See! 
Sar. A Single arrow drawn, bo dies. 
Tell. [Confiued.] How'a tliis ? 
Fer, Yea, William, 'tis tliy sun. I knuw nut liuw 
He feil into their power, 
Tell. I see him not I— 
I see my country, Verner, not my 90n ! 
She holds lier arms to mc — with piteoua cries, 
Kecounts her children's wrongs — sliows nie ilie handa 
Of frce-bom sons, festering in cbaina — tlie lucka 
Of lioary parents steep'd in tlieir own blood ; 
And tangied tresses of ber daughters, torn 
By liands that did deapoil tliem of tlie gein 
Life has no price to name for, I've no aon, 
Ye men of Switzerland ! Look there, and see 
Your tyrant's hold — who'li draw an arrow first ? 
Will none dispute tbe glory of tbe deed 
Witb Tell ?— Tbere, then ! 

^Tell shoots, and the Heatlsman falls — t/ie kour ix 
ruvg — Michael, Jageeli, and thetr friend», 
rusk ota upon the ra/mparls, and eome »ecure 
Sarnem and kis Oßcert, ttkile ot/rers ra^tli/ 
loicer theportcullü — Tell, entering tfie/orlreux 
over the hridge, with kUfriend», strike» down ihe 
Atistrian banner, and, hurrying on, recezvea 
Albert ß-om Michael. — Enter, on eack side, 
Emma, and Old Melctal, Agnes, Anneli, 
and Waldman. 
Teil. My country's free ! 
Save wbat is sbed, we wiii 
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A Uoodless victory. We'll temper vengearce 
IVitli mercy. — Austrians, you'll qiiit a land 
You never had a riglit to, and you'll learn 
A countr/s never lost that hath a son 
To wrestle with a tyrant who'd enslave lier. 
\^A bursl of exullation from t 
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ACT I. 

SCENE l.—Ths Bankh Camp. 

Enter Edith viith a bow and quiver, folloxoed bi/ Ixa 
attended by a Boy, who carries a bou) and quiver. 

Edith. Come, let us see who'll liit the target first, 

Ina. My bow liath got a, caat, and will not slioot. 

Edith. In sooth your bow hath got no cast at all, 
'Tis true as mine. Tako mine— I'ü shoot witli it. 

Ina. Your's fits me not — 'tis barder far to draw. 

Edilk. Try it. 

Ina. No, no ; I will not ahoot to-day. 
Besides, my arrows all bave lost tlic nock. 

Edith. Here's störe enough of minc. 

Itia. Good Editb, no ; 
Entreat me not — I will uot sboot to- day. 

Edith. Why, so 'twaa yesterday ; fie, Ina, fie ! 
To tax tby bow with fault it ncver had. 
Tlio bow tbat bath a cast is tby cbatiged will, 
Tliy nocklcsa sbafta are niarr'd aloae by tbat. 
You mont to love this sport ; from morn tili nigbt 
Your pastime 'twas, and now you love it not ! 
Wliat love you, sweet, jnstcad ? 

Ina. Wbat sbould I love ? 

Edith. Nay, Ina — you alone cau amswer tbat. 
Has Otbo'a suit prevail'ii ? 

Ina. Wlien did a flower 
Spring from a weed, tiiat love sbould grow from bäte ? 
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F.dilk. What ! call you love a flower ? A flowtr 
looks gay — 
So I00I19 not love ! A flower is awpet — wlio saj-a 
Tliat love is aweet ? Doea sweetness gamer pain 
For tliose tliat own it ? Rather love'a a weed 
Oft taken for a flower — found out at last 
Witli a sigh ! 0, Ina, you have pluck'd tliis weed ! 
Come, own it, Ina ! 

Ina. Whercforo do you look 
Thus at me ? 

Edith. Wliy do you, my Ina, look 
At anyttiing ijut me ? T\'!iy do yoiir cyc3 
Of late their Itistre lavisli on tlie ground, 
That cares not for it ? And your lione/d breath, 
That sliouM be given to your silver tongue 
To make ricli niusic of, why do you waste 
Ofteoer on thankless and contentlesa siglis ? 
Come, tdl me, Ina, wliat Iias happcn'd to you ? 

Ina. Alaa ! I know not. 

Edith. Do you say alas ! 
0, then, 'tis over witli you ! "Why, youVe in tears ; 
Only tlie drop'a but half way out, that soon 
"Would make way for the reat, held not your eye 
Ita crystal door upon it ! Leaa your head 
Upon tlie bosom of your friend, and give 
Your sccret veiit— for sure you have onc, Ina ' 

Ina. Not I! — Come, take your bow ! — I'll shoot 

My qiiiver 'gainrf a shaft, I'l! be tho firat 
To hit the mark. Set u]) tlie target, boy ? 

[^Boy ffoei out. 
Now for the eye of tlie eye. In sooth I'vo mtss'd 
"Wide by » mile— but thou hast sliot füll homo ! 
I've pluck'd it, Edith, flower or weed. If weed, 

! weed moat like a flower. — precious weed ! 
Tliere's not a flower so fair, I'd deem thee graced 
To call thee by its nanie ! 

Boy (running in). 
The battle's won ! 

1 SOG our troops come winding up the glen, 
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Tlieir spears and bannera wreatli'd—a tüten surc 

Of victory. l_Goes out. 

Ediih. Let'a meet them, Ina : — Cume 1 
Wliy sweet, what's this? liow pale you tum! H(i>¥ 

Your little liand ! Nay, now 'tis snow indeed, 
Cold as 'tis white ! Did you not rightly liear ? 
He saya the battle's won ! 

Ina. I know he does. 

Edith. Ist with such cheeks you listen to such 
newa? 
Thia would becomc the daiighter of the foe. 

Ina. The foe ! The foe ! 

Edük. What ! find'st thou something sweet 
In that harsh word, that thou repeat'st tt thus ? 

Ina. Harsh word ! nöw, harsh art thou to call itso; 
Jara it thino ear ? tböre's music in't to mine. 
Stands it for what thoud'st ahun ? that'a what I'd seek. ; 
Yea ! 'fore the things that brother, siater, friend— 
Soft title§ — atand for ! Ina lovea a foe ; 
That foe has lost the hattte we have won, 

Edith. Why sweet, where sawest thou this gentle 
foe? 

Ina. Even here. When last the Saxon ask'datruce, 
Curioua to see their herald, I remain'd 
Behind you in my father'a tent. He came ! 
O, with what grace of richcat manhood ! Proud 
Hia gait, yet bearing onwards looks so bland 
As made all hearta give willing way to him. 
He spake, and I took root to where I atood. 
And so did all, Not Guthrum moved : Edith . 
How should it be with Ina ? Where were her eyes ? 
What were her ears about ? "What did her heart ? 
Dost feel it throbbing now ? 'Tia quiet now 
To what 'twaa then ! How often liave you tried 
To fix your naked eye upon the sun : 
And when you've ta'en it off, how haa the day, 
From gazing his bright face, been turn'd to night ; 
Flowers, verdure, darken'd ; yea, the orb himself 
From buming gold, grown ink. 'Twas so with me 
Whea sight of him was gone ! \ight turn'd to day 



•dby Google 



250 ALFREn TDE GREAT. 

Again with you — but ligtit's goae out with Ina 
E'er 3ince the dav slie look'd upon her foe ! 

Edith. Hence, Ina, Iieace a while ! your fatiier comea ; 
He muät find looks of welcome. 

Ina. Have with you. 
You've won my seoret, Edith ! Gnard it for me. 

IThepgoout. 
Enter Guthruj«, Amund, Oscar, H jldane, and Danee. 

Guth. Halt, comrades, halt ! and change your toil 
for rest. 
And then from rest to feasting ! "We'll carouse 
A moon for this last victory, that leaves 
No future foe to front us. England'a won ; 
So thinn'd her sons by this last overthrow. 
And ntterly discomfited, enow 
Remain her not to make another stand 
Durst Alfred rally them — their throneless king ! 
We shall not need to crosa the raain again 
To prop US with fresh succours. Hero we'll build 
Anothor Danish tingdom, fairer far 
Than what weVe left. "What, ho tliere ! bring mc winc ; 
I'm thirsty from our march. Ho ! wine, I say ! 
A Seat ! Here, in tlie open air, we'll drink, 
Or ere we part, to our new Denmark. Chief 
And foUowera shall pledge me. Wine I say ! 
Enter Omo. 

Otho. Guthrum, your prieats prepare a sacrifice. 
The God expocts bis victims, shall he have thera ? 

Guth. Take them ! you know tlie God must have 
bis due! [Oi^ogoeioul. 

Give him the wine ! my thirst's gone off — yet, no ; 
'Tia fit that I drink first [DrinAs]. To our uew Den- 

By Odin ! 'twas a glorioua viotory ! 

Tho God deaerves bis victims — he shall have them ! 

Odin's the Gfod of war ! If he drinka blood, 

He has a right. Wbo dares deny the God 

His victims ? Amund, take the cup ! We fought 

Like Odin's sona. I saw you, Amund, cleave 

In twain a Saxon at a single blow. 
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Am. My Lord, 'twas slight to wliat your falcliion did, 
Tliat thruHgli tlie casqiied head and mailed chine 
Mado waj' at one dire wlieel ! 

Guik. Ay, did it so ? 
I do believe it did ! No more of tliat. 
Give ine your liand, good Amnnd — für that blow 
Lord of a gallant Castle ahalt tliou be. 
Pasa on tlie cup to Oscar. Oscar ! ha '. 
Show me thy falcliion's edge — Loot, Amund, here — 
1 saw him keep at once five Saxon swords 
At bay I Weil doiie ! — Oscar, bc sure you sit 
On my right hand at banquet. 

Ose. Miglity chief, 
I mark'd your eye was on me ; 'twas a sword 
That more than balanced all the odda against me ! 
Besides, your arm just then had tnrn'd tlie fight 
Tbat seem'd at first against us. 

Gulh. Was it so ? 
I doö't remember it. Good Oecar, ask 
What portion of the spoil thou wilt— 'tis thine 1 

Otho re-enttrs. 

Otko. The victims, Chief, are rcady. 

Guth. So! enough! 

Otho, Eight of them did we take by lot, — the iiinth 
Is self-dovoted to preserve the life 
Of one, to whom we were about to hold 
The fatal nm. 

Guth. ludeed! a chief? 

Otho. The port 
Of both bespeaka them men of proud degree. 

Guth. Have 'em heforo us; we would see them. 
[Otuo gom o'tt.~\ Guthrum 
Loves war ! He'd leave the banquet aoy tline 
To mingle in the fight. He loves a friend ; 
Bnt more than friend's embrace, ho loves the hug 
Foe gives to foe. Yet is not Guthrum cruel ; 
His foe disarm'd he never yet could smitc. 
He lovcs a noble deed, although the sword 
Achieves it not. How say you, friends, were't right 
To save the man, who loves his friend so well. 
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He laysdown life für liim — althougli a gift 
ToOdin? 

Am. Ere tlie Priest his aacred hand 
Lays 011 the viotiai, it haa still beea lawful 
To snatch him from his doom ! 

Hai. Behoves him thougli 
To swear eternal league witli Odin'a sons. 

GutA. He'll do it, Haldano ! Ha ! I saw tliec 
matched 
In fight, for once, That Saxon found thcc, Haidane, 
With two that back'd thee, livdier work than auita 
A sluggard's hand. Thy seconds hoth weredowo. 
"Was't Dot so, Haidane ? And thyself, methinlis, 
Madest rather backward way, when I despatch'd 
Fresh aid to tliee, with charge, at any risk, 
To tako thy gallant foe alive. 'Twas you, 
Oscar, that I so charged, 

Ogc. My liege, he lires ; 
O'ercomo by force that coitld not make him yield, 
Biit bore him down to earth, where, as he lay, 
The strife his fetter'd limba wero forced to drop ; 
His eye continued still, that ahot around 
Deadly defiance in tlie face of death. 

Guth. Poe worthy Guthrum's aword. "Was'tuot tlie 
herald, 
Last sent us from the English king ? 

Oic. The same. 

Guth. I'd like to see that man again. 

Oec. He's hevo ! 

Enler Otho, inilh Oswith and Edric chaimd. 

Guth. Tliis he ! — Men'a looks reflect their deeds as 
well 
As naturea. One of these ia he, whose thought 
Of lofty friendship overlooks hiniself, 
When fix'd on his friend's need—Thia is the man ! 

Otho. It is, my Lord. 

Guth. la he tliy friend, whoae life 
Thou connt'at a thing so precious, thou wonld'at give 
Thine own to purchase it ? 

0>. Heis. 
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Guth. Wkatricli 
And heavy debt hast tliou iocurr'd to him, 
To pay so largo return aa takea tliy all ? 

O3. And think'st thoii friendahip barters kindnesses ? 
'Tis not because tbat such or sucb a time 
He lielp'd my purse, or stood me thua or thus 
In stead, tbat I go bound for him, or take 
Hia quarre! up ! With frienda, all Services 
Are ever gifts, that glad the donor most. 
Who rates them otherwise, Jie only takes 
The face offriend to maak a usurer. 
I give my life for him, not for the Service 
He did mo yeaterday, or any day, 
But for the love I bear him every day, 
Nor ask if he returns ! 

Guth. Be Giithmm'a friend. 
Thou livest, and tliy ftiend for sake of thee. 

Edr. O, generoBS proffer ! 

Os. Woüld'staecept it ? 

Edr. Yea. 

Os. Thendo. 

Guth. Kemove their chains. 

(k. First take off his. 

Gutli. Now tliine ! 

Os. Long aa my country wears your chains, 
Guthrum, bcware how yoiiunrivet mine ; 
For once you sct my arm at liberty, 
Tlie thing which first 'twill Beck will be a sword, 
To right ray master, royal Alfred's caiise — 
And strike my injured country's fetters off! 

Guth. Saxon, beware ! The smooth and gentle tide 
Of mercy thwarted, turns a torrent, oft 
(!)'erwhelming aa the raging flood itself 
Of vengeance. 

Os. Here I stand — let it come down ! 
I care not when or where its fury ruslies ! 

£niCT- Ina a«i Edith (asyetunperceivedbyG\naRVis,&,c.) 

Ina. ^Aside to Edith.] 'Tis he ! 

Guth. Is Giithrum braved ! — Is he the son 
Of Odin ! — Marchea in his \an the God 
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Of War ! — Lies o'er thc humbled necks of Iiosts 
Of prostrate foes Iiis path ; aod brootcs he thus 
Defiance, and from one eartli sprurg — the apawn 
Of the TÜe clod he treads on ? Stood thy king 
Alfred, of wlioni thou vaunting spokest, atoo d lie 
■Where now tliou stand'st, his rcgal eye had fallen 
Beüeath the frowii of Guthrum. 

0». Not bencath 
The frown of Guthrum's god, were Odin real 
As he is fabled ! 

Guth. Give him to the God ! 

Ina. Father ! 

Gwth. My Ina ! 

Oä. Ha ! conid I believe 
He was not bom of earth — there were, indeed, 
An argument could make me. 

Guth. I have given thee 
Thy cboice of life or death — thou choosest death, 
And take it. 

Ina. Father! 

Guth. Ah, thou ever art 
My aweet and welcome calm, that glads me, sun-like, 
Whcn Summer days are breatliless with the joy 
Of his enriching beam. — I'm smooth again ! 
Not a rüffle ! not a rüffle ! — Is he not gone ? Hence 

Ina. No, no, my father ! ^with bim ! 

Guth. Would'st thou have me set 
Afoam again ! — Nay, Ina, if I rage, 
'Tis not at thee ! — Wby start away from me ? 
Come back, and cling to me again ! close, cloae ! - 
My child, beloved and only, teil me, if 
Thou canat, how much I lovo thee ! 

Otho. Saxon, come. 

Ina. No, 110 ! 

Gutk. How, Ina ! 

Ina. Thou didst not repeat 
Thy Order. 

Gidh. But I will. 

Ina. 0, speak to me ! — 
I'm glad the figlit is o'er. You won it soon ! 
You won it safely, eise it were not won ! 



db,Google 



ALPBED THE CREAT. 25 

How stood tlic plume I fasten'd on your crest ? 
Well, well ! How many eyes wäre ob that plume. 
Tossing, as proiid it rose tlie storaiy wave 
Of battle, still tlie more majestical 
The fietcer wax'd the swell! 

Guik. My cliild, lay cliild ! 
Ay, every inch my own. — Wheu thou waat bom, 
I wish'd a aon. I would not give thee now 
For troops of them ! — What, Otho ! — 

Ina. Your scarf ! — Is't whole ? 
No, no, a rent !s here. Come, take it off. 
Faise as it is, you aliall not wear't again ! 
I'U knit you another, every loop of wliioh 
I'll fasten witli a. spell, that it shall prove 
An amulet against the tlinist of spear, 
Or stroke of faJchion ! 

Guth. So you shall ! You make 
A child of your fathor ! Otho ! 

Ina. Not a wound ! 
For ever in the thickest of the fight. 
And not a wound ! Thank Odin ! Yet I would 
There were a slight one — for the 'tcnding on't ! 
No ! no ! and yet in sooth I would there were ! 
I know not what I say ! I prate ! I prate ! 
Thank Odin, you are safe ! 

Gutk. My girl ! my gir] ! 
My idle girl ! my foolish, loving child ! 
My Ina.! What I and ha¥o I won the fight, 
Aiid shalt not thou bocome the rioher for t. 
By Odin, but thou shalt ! Come, ask me sometliing ! 
Name me aome gift. Come, meaaure, if thou canst, 
Thy father's love for thee ! What wilt thou ask ? 
Ask me a kingdom ! Come ? 

Ina. No kingdom, father, 
I'd ask of thee — only one littfe boon. 

Guik. What is't ? Speak out ! 

Ina. Is't grantcd ? 

Guth. By the God ! 
Out with't— What is't ? What little boon is this 
Wliicli only wants the naming, to be tkine, 
And yet thou seem'st to lack the breath to name. 
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Ina. Is tliat a rivet of yoiir armour broke ? 
No, no ! 

GulA. And if it wece, no blame to it. 
It turn'd an Engliah javclin. At iny feet 
The weapon feil : I snatch'd it up agaiu, 
And sent it liissing at ita mastei'a liead ! 

Enter Soldier. 

Saldier. Tliis packet, found we, Guthrum, in the tent 
Of Alfred. 

Guih. Bring'st no tidinga of himaelf ? 
'Tis cortain tliat he left the field unliurt ! 
Have they retnm'd whom in. pursuit of him — 

Soldier. They have. Tliree daya tliey track'd him ; on 
the fourth 
All trace of him was lost ; but, by report, 
Alone — without a Single foUower, 
The royal fugitive pursuea his way, 
Broken in hopea, as fortunes. 

Gutk, "We may chance 
To overtake, or light upon him yet. 
Give me the paper. 

[_Takes the packet, and reads. 

Os. Such things I have heard of — angel forma 
Enehantment raises — mocking fairest tbings 
Of earth, but fairer — to entranoo oarth'a sona — 
Tliings they would deem of heaven, though found on 

Whicb, once beheld, thetr belpless functions seize 
With raviahment, that leavea them but the power 
To gaze or liaten, tili no warning effort 
Of reason, or stronger will availa, to tear 
The ciiarmed aense away ! 

Edr. Would I were ohained 
Again ! Her pity makea rieb freedom poor, 
That can't awaken it. 

Gutk. {returning packet.'^ It matters not 
A string of SaxoQ ihymea. Can Alfred fight ? 
Wlio flourisbes the pen ao much, can scarce 
Be master of the aword ! He plays the harp, 
So they report. The harp ! Give rae tlie stratn 
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Of the rcsoundiiig shiuld ! Come, Ina, name 
Tlie hoon thou'dst ask. 

Ina. Wlien tlio« art liappy, wliat 
Most wishest thou ? 

Gutli. That happiness may last. 

Ina. No, no ! not that. Thou wishest otliers 
happy. 

Gutfi. I do ! I do ! 

Ina. And so do I. When I 
Am happy, I'd havo all thinga like me — not 
That live and move alone, but evcn such 
Aa lack tlieir factilties. Then could I weep, 
That flowera should smile without pcrccption of 
Tlie sweetness tliey diacourse. Yea, into rocks 
Would I infuse soft sense to fill them with 
The spirit of sweet joy, that everything 
Should thrill as I do. Then, were I a queen, 
I'd portion out my rcalms among my friends, 
Unstud my crown for strangers, and my coffers 
Empty in purchasing from foes their frowns, 
Till I had bonght them out; that all should he 
One reign of smiles around me. I am happy 
To-day — to-day, that brings thee back to me, 
The hnndredth time, in triiimph and in safety I 
This day, that smiles so bounteous upon Ina, 
She'd wish to smile e'en upon Ina's foe — 
Let not the Sason die ! 

GuiJi. Helives! — My child ! 
What makes thee gasp ? 

Ina. How near— -how near to you 
Was death that day ! 'Twas well for Ina that 
Your armour proved ao true. Shc had not eise 
A father now to ask a boon of, and 
To get it aoon as aak'd ! 

Gulh. Hö lives thy slave .' 
Had he been wise, he now were Guthrum's friend. 

Ina. Hia chain* — 

Guth. 'Tis tbine to take them off or not. 
What Guthrum gives, he gives ! He is thy slave. 
Come Saxon, thou art free ! 

^Gdthuuii and Ckiefit yo out. 
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Edr. Would I were chain d 
Again, [^Goes out. 

Ol. I gaze, and with my tranced eyea 
Drink magic in. I know it, atill I gaze. 
And yet can bane reaide in aught so sweet ? 
Can poison lodge in that consumniate flower, 
Which hleiids the virtuea of all blooming things, 
And with the wealth of its fair neighbourliood, 
Enriches very bairenncsa, that near it 
Gtows Bightly, e'en, and sweot ? 

(na. How's this, my Edith ? 
My wish obtiünM, I tremble to enjny ; 
I need but speak the word, aad he is free : 
Yet, there I iet him stand in shackles still, 
Whose chaina to dofF, wero tbere no other way, 
I'd go in bonda myself. — Sweet, be my tongue ; 
Bid them remove bis chains. 

Edith. Unbind him, there ! 

Solilier. My hand is uaeless, from the fight to-day. 

Ina. Try you. 

Edith, \jrying totake off his chains. 1 ItbafQesme ! 
It hath a knack 
I am not mistress of. — "Will you not try 1 

pNA approaches, and takes off his ckains. 
You've done't. — Why, wliat's the matter with you, 

Ina? 
Hast put his fetters on, tliat here you stand 
Aa though bereft of motion ? Eouse thee, Ina ! 

Ina. 0, for a minute, Edith, in thy bosom, 
To weep there ! Ay, to weep ! — to shed such tears 
Ab shower down smiling eheeka, when sudden joy 
Pourg in to the o'erfilling of the lieart, 
That look'd not for't, and knowa not what to do 
With all ita treasure .' 

0». I do feel it still ! 
Still do I feel the touch of her fair hand ! 
How passing fair ! The driven snow itaelf 
Might make as white a one ; but then, again, 
As cold aa that is glowing ! Who will loose 
The fetters it puts on ? Or, wiio that wears them, 
AVould sigh for the embrace of liberty ! 
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Truth ! honour ! all b lapsed. O, for a foe 
To tauiit me now ! — O, for a floitrish of 
The Danish trump — or would their banners come 
And flout me ! 

Ina. Saxon, will you follow ua ? 

Os. I come, sweet maid ! What am I but ynur slave, 
To follow, tbough I leave all eise tliat's briglit ? 



SCENE \.—A teild tract of Countiy o. 
Wood. 



Enter Elswith, in wretch«l attire, pTKSenÜy ßilloiMd bij 
Conrad. 

Con. No fartlier! 

Eis. Yes! 

Con. Alas ! I can no moro. 
My lapsed strength constraina my limbs to play 
The traitor to you ! 

Eh. What! and thou fall off? 
"Well ! I am left at last alone ! Old man, 
Think not that I'd upbraid thee. Tlianks to thee 
For wliat thou'st done, for what tliou canst not do 
No blaiue to thee, but pity for thee ! More 
I know my desolation is thy loss 
Than mine ! back, prithee, to the hut we've left ; 
Thou hast strength enough to crawl there. 

Con. What I have 
ru tum to worthier profit. \_Makes a imlerU effort, and 

miatchea kold of her rohe."^ Oh! my loved, 
My honour'd mistreaa ! do not tempt thcso wilds, 
Where hunger tuma its aching eyes around 
In Tain ! where prowls perchance the savage wolf ! 
Where— 
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Eh. Peace 1 talk terror to tlie dead I Not lesa 
WoHld'st thou be lieeded. I've a heart as dul!, 
Except eine fear — one hope — to find oiy Alfred, 
Or search for him in vain. Ttiere I'm alive ! 
Thero only ! Counsel should not conie from tlice, 
Whose tongue persuaded what tliy arm enforced, 
DesGrtion of my cliild ! whose fate to avert, 
A motlier's duty 'twaa ; or, eise, to sharo ! 
And now tliou'dst iirge desertion of his aire ! 
I wonder not tliy limbs are weak — tliy heart 
Not in tlie cause ! and yet it is a King's ! 
But thou'rt his snbject only; I'm bis wife — 
So doubly — trehiy true. Back to the hut ! 
They'll taka compassion on theo ! Fare thee well ! 

Co». Nay, pause in mercy ! See wlio comes — alas ! 

Should they be Dancs ! — Yon thicketwill concealm— 

For thy own safety ! — come ! — Alaa, the help 

I'd give, I stand myself in need of most ! [_Thm/ retire. 

Enter Edwv, Abthue, and other Saxons. 

Edvny. We've rounded now tho forest on the Eaat, 
And by tbe siin, our friends should nieet ua aoon 
"Who gird the other aide. A halt a while. 

Arth. But sliould we nieot the King — if atül he lives 
Nor yet is captured, as 'tis rumour'd — he 
May pass our band unknown ; by none of us 
Ever beheld except at distauce, when 
Ho maraball'd us, to lead ua 'gainst the foe. 
EiBwiTH rushes ßirward. 

Eis. Seok yo your King ? 

Rdwi/. Who »rt thou ? 

EU, I'II he your leader 
Until yon find him ! 

Artk. She's diatracted. 

Edvip. Yes. 
That can't be reaaon'a Hglit which shines so strong 
In her unquiet eye — tliat misscs naught, 
Yet rests on nothing ! 

El». I command you, Sirs, 
On your allegianco foUow lae. Obey 
Your Queen ! 
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Jnk. Out Queen ? 

EAiey, You mark ! A Queen iiideed, 
If frenzy e'ver made one ! Artlmr, come, 
Oiir frienda will mock us, sliould tliey chanee to kücIi 
The point agreed upon before us. 

[Edwy (tiidparty go out. 

EU. Stay! 

Coti. {_Appearing, and Urwgglmg to advancer\ Stay, 
countrymen ! It is indeed your Queen, t 
Aias ! they heat me not ! my tongue hath wax'd 
As feeble as my limbs, [_Leans again»t a Irce. 

Eis. Why, let them go ! 
They are not half the band that I have liere 
In loyalty to my liege, wedded lord ! 
With that I'l! seek liim, under Heaven'a high giijtrd ! 
Yea, though I aearcli the quartera of tjw foe ! 
In that find atrength — find courage ! That my food, 
My rest ! Farewell, old man ! Heaven shelter tbec ! 
And be thy miatreaa' guide ! [_Gues uul. 

Con. Stay ! — Hear me ! — Stay ! 
rU drag my linibs along to follow thee. \_Ooes out. 



SCENE II.— J Hut. 

A LFRED diseovered trimming mnie arrows, with an unfinisbed 

bmn beside Mm — Matjdb kneadingßour/or cakea. 

Maude. \_Ande.1\ Ay, there he's at hia work ! if work 
that be 
Which spareth teil, lie'll trini a shaft, or aliape 
A liow with any arclier in tlie land, 
But neither can he plougli, nor aow ! — I doubt 
If !ie can dig — I am aure he canni>t reap — 
He haa liands and arms, but not the use of them ! 
Corin ! 

Alf. Yoiirwiil? 

Maude. Woiild thou cowidst do my will 
Aa readily aa aak it ! Go to the door ; 
And look if Edwin oyraes. Dust aee him ? 

Alf. No. 
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Matide. Bad omen that ! He'll bring an enipty 

Else were ke homo ere now. Put on more wood ; 
And lay the logs on cnd ; you'li Icarn in time 
To make a fire. Why, what a litters there, 
With trimming of your shafta that never hit ! 
Ten daya ago you kill'd a sorry bück ; 
Sincü when your quiver have you emptied thrice, 
Not ruffled hair nor feather. 

Alf. If the game 
Are acarce and shy, I cannot lielp it. 

Monde. Out ! 
Your aim I wot ia aliy, your labour acarce ; 
There'a game enow, would'st thou but bunt for tbem ; 
And wben you find them, bit tbem. Wbat expect'fct 
To-day for dinner ? 

Alf, "What Heaven aends ! 

Maude. Suppose 
It aends ua nought ? 

Alf. Ita will be done ! 

Maude. Tou'd starve ; 
So would not I, knew I to bend a bow, 
Or cast a line. See if tbou bast the skill 
To watcb these cakes, the white they toast. 

Alf. rudo 

My best. 

Maude. Nor much to brag of, when ali's done ! 

Alf. [^so/ms.]] Thia ia the leaaon of dependence. Will 
Thankleaa, that bringa not profit; — labour spnrn'd, 
That sweata in vain ; and patienoe tax'd the movc, 
The more it bears. And taugbt unto a king — 
Taught by a peasant'a -wife, whom fate hath made 
Her sovereign'a monitress, She little knows 
At whom she raila ; yet ia the roof her own ; 
Nor does she play the housewife grudgingly. 
Give her ber bumour ! So ! How Stands the atuount 

'Twixt me and fortuno l — We are wbolly quits ! 

She dressM mc — Sbe has stripp'd me 1 — On a throne 
She placed me — She liaa Struck mo from my seat ! 
Nor in the i-espect where sovereigns share alite 
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With those they niic, waa she less kiad to me — . 

Less cruel ! High she fill'd for nie tlio cup 

Of bliss connubial — Slie has emptied it ! 

Parental love s!ie set before me too. 

And bade me banquet ; scarce I tasted, ere 

She snatch'd the feast away ! My queen — My child ! — 

Where are they ? 'Neath the ashea of my Castle ! 

I sat upon their tomb one day — one night ! 

Then firet I feit the tliraldom of despair. 

The despot he ! Ile would not let nie weep ! 

There were the fountains of my tears as dty 

As they had never flow'd ! My heart did swell 

To bursting ; yet no sigh would he let forth 

With vent to give it ease, There had I sat 

And died — But Heavon a stronger tyrantsent — 

Hunger — that wrench'd me from the other's gnisp. 

And dragg'd me hitbet ! — Thia ia not the lesson 

I set myaelf to con ! 

Re-enter Mauiib. 

Maude. 'Tis noon, and yet 
No sign of Edwin ! Doat thon mind thy task ? 
Look to't ! and when the cakea are fit to turn. 
Call, and I'll como ! 

Alf. ril turn thein, dame. 

Maude. You will ? 
You'il break tbem ! — Know I not yonr handy waya ? 
I would not snffer thee put finger to them ! 
Call, when 'tis time ! You'U tum the cakes, forsooth ! 
As likely thon could'st make the cakes as tum tbem ! 

A/f. So mucb für poverty ! Adversity'e 
The nurae for Kings ; — but then the palace gates 
Are shiit j^ainat her ! — They would eise have hearta 
Of mercy offner — gerne not always dropp'd 
In fortune's golden cup. What thought hatb he 
How hunger warpeth honesty, wbose meal 
Still waited on the hour ? Can he perceive 
How nakedness converta the kindly milk 
Of nature into ico, to wbom each change 
Of seaaon — yea, eacb shifting of the wind, 
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Presenta his fitting suit ? Knows he tlie atorm 
That makcs tiie ^aliant quail, wlio hears it only 
Through tlie safe wall — its voice alorie can pierce ; 
And there talkä comfort to htm with the tongue, 
Tliat bida, without, the shelterless despair ? 
Perhaps he marks the mountain wave, and smiies 
So high it rolls ! — -while on its fellow liangs 
The fjunting aearaan glaring down at deatli 
In the deep trough below ! I will extract 
Riches from penury ; froni sufferinga 
Coin blesaings ; that if I aasume ngain 
The sceptro, I may be the moro a king 

Maüde re-enter«, goes tovxird» the fire, lifls the cakes, goes 
to Alfred, and holds Ihem to Mm. 

Maude. Is tbis your care ? 
Ne'er did you dream that meal was made of com, 
Which is not grown until the eartli he ploiigh'd; 
Which is not gamer'd up until 'tis cat ; 
Which is not fit for use «ntil 'tis gronnd ; 
Nor used then tili kneaded into hread ? 
Ne'er knew you this? It seems you never did, 
Else had you known the value of the bread ; 
Tliougbt of the ploughmaii's toil ; tbe rcaper'a aweat ; 
The niiller''s labour ; and the houaewife's thrift ; 
And not have left my barley cakes to burn 
To very cinders ! 

Alf. I forgot, good dame. 

Maude. Forgo^ good dame, forsooth ! V'ou ne'i:r 
forgot 
To eat my barley cakes ! ^Knock.^ Open the door I 
Maude sels the caltes on the tab/e, tehere ske had been kneiid- 
ingtliem; Ai^pked opens tlie door. 

Alf. An aged man ! 

Maude. Come in— genier an old Mun.] What want 

OldMan. Food! 

Maude. Want calls ou want, when vou look bere 

for füod ! 
Old Man. Good dame, to say I bave not tasted food 
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Since moming yesterday, is not to speak 
My need inore urgent tlian it is. 

Maude. Wliate'cr 
Tliy need, we cannot ininiater to it — 
Seek riclier quarters, 

Alf. Stay ! He's in tho gripe 
Of straiteat want, There's food, and give it him ! 

Maude. Ay, whcn we've stanty stock for three days 

Alf. We breakfasted this morning ; yestemight 
We supped, and noon ero tlien liad s«en us dine. 
Since yestermorn he lias not touched a meal ! 
Wiioe'er lacks food 'tis now bis turn to eat. 
This portion would he mitie — I'll go without ! 
Here ! — Hera ! — Good dame, the hand wliich gaye us 

Will not rnore sparing of its hounty be 
For using thus its gift ! The hand that fed 
So many thousands with what only aeem'd 
Provision for a few, could also mako 
The remnant answer us for many a nioal ! 

Old Man. streng iu faith ! — In mercy rieh ! 
Whoe'er 
Tliou art, that hand is with thee ! Wast thou great, 
And art thou now brought low ? 'Twill make thy fall, 
Thy rise — thy want, abundance — thy endurings, 
Enjoyings — and thy desolation, troopg 
Of friends, and lovers countleas ! Does the storm 
Hold on ? Ne'er heed it ! There's tbe sun behind, 
That with effulgence double shall break through, 
And make thee cloudlesa day ! yGoes out. 

Maude. A poor man's wisli, 
They say, is better than a rieh man's gift, 
If hüuse and lands tliou'st lost, I would not say 
But thou may'st get them back again, with roof 
Enlarged and acres grown. Yet landa and house 
To conie, are not so good as bread in band, 
And that thou'st given away. — If Edwin speeds 
No better tban he did yesterday ! 

Alf. Ne'er fear — 
Tliese arrowa when I've trimm'd, and strung this bow, 
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I'H find thee out a garner in tlieae wilds 
To dress the table still ! 

Maude. I'd ratlier trust 
A pect of barley meal to furnish it ! 

Edtein [jirithout]. What, Loa! witliin ' 

Mawle. 'Tis Edwin's voice ! 

Edwin {^icithout]. Within! 
Open tlie door ! 

Maude. Tliank Providence, bis hands 
Have soraething eise to do 1 [Opms the doot: 

Edwin [enterinff wilh a saek~\. Provision, wife ! 
A month's subsisteace ! Take it in, and ply 
Thy housewifery ; for friends must eat of it — 
Guests eure of welcome who supply the boavd 
They ask their hosts to spread. A gallaut troop 
Of countrymen, for common safety link'd, 
And wand'ring through the land, with liopes, tliey 

To learn some tidings of tbeir king ; and if 
They find liim, liat themselves beneath bis banner. 
And face the Dane again. [Mavde goee out. 

Alf. \^ABide7\ TLe land's not lost 
That's left a son to stniggle for't. The king 
Has yet liia throne, that's firmiy scated in 
His peuple's hearts. 

Edwin \_going to the dQor~\. In ! in ! 

Enter Egheht, Kenrick, Abthub, Eiiwv, Os»y, aiid 
olkers, variously armed. 

Eg. Tlianks, iriend ! 

Edwin. No thanks. 
You're guests the fTugal'st host might entertain, 
Who cater for yourselves. Sit down. The board 
Shall soon be covered. 

Eg. And we have a cup 
To cheer it with, with richer beverage 
Than what tlie fountain yields, replenisli'd. Bring 
A flagon, worthy host — 

Ken. \_Aside to Akth.] Commend him to 
A cover'd board and brimmtng e«p ! He 's fit 
To play the leader there ; — but he'a no head 
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For men Jike ue, that rise betimes from meat, 
And wish for btisy hands. I'm weary on't ! 

Arth. [^sjffe to Ken,} And so am I ! and tnist me, 
of OUT tninds 

Ken To lead a life of shifts 
Tliat we may dine in safety ! I'H no more on't ! 
Givo me a skirmiah ! 

ArtL Teil him so. 

Ke«. I will, 
Ere I touch food again. [_lUlums with Arth. 

Eff. ffo Alp.3 Ib it a bow 
You shape ? 

Alf. It ia. 

E^. I pray yon show it me. 

Alf. \_Risinff and Coming foncard.J Here. 

Eff. \_SirMci: with the appearance o/Alp.] Foi^iyb 
me that I calted you from your seat, 

Alf. No wrong is done where oone is meant, 

Eg. You makc 
The wrong the greater, so excuaiog it. 
Lodge you beneath thia roof ? 

Alf. Ido. 

E</. \^Aside.^ I've met 
"With mcn whose ftices utter histories, 
That seeing titem I eould teil their course of life — 
■Whether on ocean or on land — uneven 
Or sraooth — almost what perils they had nin, 
Or incidenta of happy fortune aeen. 
Now hia !s one of them, 

Alf. You'd see the bow ? 

Eg. {_meckankallif taking, and almoat cU the same 
time reljirnmffü.'^ Your pardon. 

[|Alf. returni to Xis seat. 

Enter Maude, wilh eakea, which ske lays on the table, wAUe 
one of Ecbebt's party mters with a flagon, and «et« it 
down. 

Maude, This bread will serve tili more ig ready, 
friends, {^Goet out. 

Eg. Sit down. 
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Km. Sit down -reho will, I'U not sit down, 

An/i. Nor I, 

Oaw. Nor I, 

Eff. Why ? wbat'a amiss ? 

Ken. We loathe 
To lead thia wary life. Tlie yery deer 
Confess the coyert irksome, and at timcs 
Betake tliem to the piain, 

Eff. Not wben they hear 
The hunt^rs are abroad '. Sit down ! Sit down ! 

Km. Well not sit down, tili 'tis determined who 
Shall head tbe table. 

Eff. I shall hoad it. 

Ken. Ay? 

Edtey. And wherefore sliould he not ? 

Ken. Go to ! Go to ! 
You question far too bold for one so young. 

Edwy. I qiiestion in the right, and 80 am bold 
Far less than thou, that question'st in the wrong. 

Ken. The wrong ? Thou'rt bnt a boy ! 

Edwy. The boy that proves 
Himself a man, does all a man can do. 

Ken. Beware thou dost not provc thyself on me, 
My nietal'a temper'd — thine at best but raw. 
Before thy cbin cscbanged its i;oat of down 
For one of maulier fashion, I bad sbown 
A beard in twenty fields- 

Eg. No more of this ! 
The post by lot is mine. I got it not 
Of mine own thoice ; nor yet by partial leave. 
It feil to me, It might have fallen to you, 
To him, or him — to any one — and tbea- — 
No matter ! If, by fearing to be rash. 
And overshoot the mark, my ahaft hath lit 
O'er-short on't, I am content a better bow 
Shonld lead the game. 

EAay. It ahall not be ! Wc'll have 
No other leader ! Sides, Sirs, sides ! 

Km,. Conie on ! 
Wben they've such stomach for't, 'twere stränge if v 
Lack'd appetite. Come on 1 
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Alf, \Itmhvng in helteeen tkemas tkeyare on thepoinl 
o/mcounterin^.'] HolA] Stop! Wtich side's 
The Dane ? I stand for England ! Can it be ? 
You're Saxons all ! What ! Are your foes so few 
Youmakeoneaof eachotlier? Fi e, Sirs ! Fiel 

Arth. \jo Ken.] Whu's he ? 

Ken. I tnow not. 

Alf. Ito Ken.] You're a soldier ? 

Ken. Yea. 

Alf. Whoae sword ia tliat you draw ? 

Ken. My own. 

Alf. Your country's ! 
You took it, with an oath to iise it 'gainst 
Her foes, and do you turn it on her sons ? 
For shame ! 

Artk. Wliy hear you his rebuke ? 

Alf. [_to Arth.] And you ? 

Arth. Ä soldier too, 

Alf. \jo Osiv.J And you ? 

Osic. The same. 

Alf. Beneath wliose banner shot you arrow last ? 

AnA. and Om. The king's. 

Alf. And take you aim at the king'a liege ? 
Ab well the king himself ! What ! do you stand 
With grasped weapons still I Ot do you look 
For Signal here ? — Old soldier, why is tliia ? 
Is't thus you use yout battle-temper'd sword ? 
Is that the nist of Danish blood upon 't ? 
These ha^^ks— are tliey the thrusts of Daniah blades ? 
Ne'er hatli it met the foe that master'd it ? 
Ne'er hath it fail'd the friend that call'd npon it ? 
Still did it guard thy country while it conld ? 
Yet would it back thy King, did he command ? 
And would'at thou tamish it ? [Kex. hanqs hü head. 
The field, the field, 

You drew it last iu ?— ha '. You start at that ! 
Remembcr you wlio won that field ? You do ! 
His shout is in thine ear again ! Thine eye 
Beholds him acattering camage throngh the ranks 

Of those that fled !— The Saxon then was down ! 

What ! tighten you your graap, tili with the strain 
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Your weapon tremblcs ? Kecp it for tlie Dane, 
And put it atainless up ! 

[^Ken. sheathea hts sword — As,iw.and Osw. unhend 
their bovs — Tke rest follovi tke example. 

Eg. lAdde.'] WLat man ia this, 
That lacks all sign and title of command, 
Yet all obey ? 

Edwy. We're frienda again. 

Km. Content. 

Eff. Ä cup, tlien, to oiir making up. — Sit down. — 
A pledge for concord, friends — Tlie kiug ! 

AU. The king ! 

Eff. I pray you, Edwy, siDg those rhymes for na, 
YouVe strung so well, and we so love to hoar, 

EdiC!/. Eiglit willingly ; tliough liomely be the verse, 
I dare be swom was ne'cr more rieh in heart. 

When circling round the festive board 

The cup is flU'd the highest, 
And one and all their love record 

For him their thoughts the nighest — 
Who owns the name their lips pronounce, 

IVhile vouching tear-drops spring, Sirs, 
In eyea he doea not see ? At once 

I'Jl teU you—Hero's " The Kmg," Sirs ' 

Wien prond in arma the nation atood, 

To front Ihe foul invader. 
And England did wliat England could, 

And fete alone betray'd her — 
Who was the forcmost to advance, 

The flrat a spear to flil^, Sira, 
The last to quit the field? At once 

Yü teil you— Here's " The Kii^," Sirs ! 
And, now, when o'er the prostrate land 

The Spoiler roauis resistlesa, 
And Vengeance fears to lift her brand. 

And Hope almost is listleaa — 
Whence doos the beam of aolace glance, 

The äong of heart'ning ring, Sirs, 
And proinise freedoni yet ? At once 

rU teil you— Here's " The King," Sirs ! 
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Eg. 'Well Bung. 

Edwy. Wliafs well intended, soarce comes sliort, 
Howe'er performance halta — I did my best, 

Alf. My heart o'erflows ! — I shall betray myself ! 
What could my palace boast to vie with thia ? 
Not for its catved roof would I excbange 
These raftera, 'neath whoae slielter, vanquiaU'd, stripp'd 
Of crown and soeptre, I am still a ting — 
My people's hearts my throne ! 

Eff. WTiat trumpet's that ? 

Artk. [Going to tke door."^ I'll aee. 

Ken. I know. 

Eg. ■Whose is it ? 

Ken. 'Tis the Dane's. 
I know his flourish well. Let'a out, and meet him ! 
Is't not the Dane ? \_To Arth., who returns. 

Artk. It is. They're close upon «s ! — 
A quick retreat ! — Thcir numbers double ours. 

]^All Start up exeept Alf. 

Alf. No more ? 

Arth. No nioro ! — Wbat can we, one to two ? 

[Alf. rms^ looh itemly at Mm for a moment, and 
g<m out /lastilt/, in an opposite directum. 

Eg. WTiygoeshe? 

Arth. For liis safety to provide, 
Let U3 provide for ours by instant flight. 

Ken. He's not tho man to fly! My Ufe upon it, 
He'll never turn his back upon the foe ! — 
I told you so ! 

t Alp. returna armed witk a »ward and iarget. 

Alf. "VVhat distance offa the Dane ? 

Arth. Scarce half a mile by this, 

Alf. [To himself.'\ The wood's to pasa. 
Unseen we can approach, and set upon theiu. 
All unprepared for us, Divide your band ! 

[The;/ mechamcally ohm/ kirn, aliemately hoking 
at eack other and at Alfred, with an expression 
o/wondw and inquiry. 
Half with your leader go ; and half with me ! 

[Eo. mechanirjiUy heads one of tke divisions. 
Ours be it to charge ! They're suro to waver. Then 
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Our shont your sigiial be to secnnd ua ! 
My bonnding lieart presages victory ! 
And so I See does youte, old soldier, Come, 
There be our first trust ; and our second höre ! 
Say, would you back your king ? Then follow him ! 
[Alfbed and ^c. ^o out, the rest mfhusiasticallt/ 
/oÜotein^. 



SCENE III. — The Country, ititemperaed leith Wood. 

Enter Oddunb, Edgar, Chiefs, and Soldiers. — Edoab 

hearing the Standard of the Hafen. 

Od. Halt, comrades ! Here well take our noon's 
repast. 
'iliis velvet sward will be our pleasant couch, 
To rest us from our toil. Änd lose not heart ! 
We'll find our Alfred yet ! WTiat, thongh our search 
Haa hitherto proved vain ? When look'd for least 
Perchance we'll light npon bim. Fortune's smiles, 
Like fortnne's frowns, wlien once tbey come, come thick. 
Our expedition fairly has begun, 
FaJrly proceeded, and will fairly end. 

Edff. Know you these parta ? 

Od. Rigbt well. Yo« stand in Mercia ; 
Where, as that aged lonely man snrniised, 
A monarch's head beneath a peasant's roof 
Contented sheltera. [Skout."] Hark ! tbe cry of onset ! 
Front thenoe it conies ! Guard you tbe spoil ! Tlie rest, 
Tbat choose it, follow me ! 

^Oddcne and ticueong ffo out — Edgar and Saxons 

Edff. Hie after tbem. 
And bring me word what's paasing. If the Dane, 

[Soldier <;ow out. 
My life upon't again he bites tbe dust ! [_SAouis. 

Anotber shont ! Tbe contest's close at band ! 
I hear tbe clasbing of thcir weapona, — Well ? 

[Soldier re-mlers. 
SoMkr. Tbc Dane is overthrown ! Our countryraen 
Alöno acliievcd the victury ! He fled, 
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Ere füll we came in sight. Some man of note 
Is added to our band, for aoon as laet 
Our mighty chief embraced him ! 

Etiler Odiiune, Alfred, EcBEni, and P<w(y, wiffiODDUNB's 
foUowitig. 

Od. Countrymen, 
Behold yuur king ! 

Alf. Rise ! rise ! my gallant friends. 
We're brothers strnggling in one common cause, 
And by lieaven's higli appoiEtment baply raet ! 

Od. Haply indeed ! TUus at yonr feet I lay 
The Standard of the Dane ! 

\^Takes tke Daniek Standard from Edg. and lar/g 
it at Alfreds /««(. 

Alf. What! more success '. 
Myfaithful Earl! what chancehas broaght theo hither? 
Whencc comeat thou ? 

Od. Fn)m my castle, which the Danes 
Beaet, commandei by tbe brother cliiefa 
Hinguar and Hubba, by whoao sister's skill 
Was wrought that Standard, call'd theiv fatal Eafen, 
Whose ominous device, they idly feign'd, 
Upon tbe eve of victory would Aap 
Its magic-woven wings. It seemM, indeed, 
As if death rode upon them, marking ua 
Hia prey; for famine plied us worao within, 
Than e'en the foe without. But 'twaa a friend 
Severe to us for our good ; despairing succour. 
And all mnnition gone, at night we made 
A sally, all resolved to cut our way 
Througli the enemy, or periah sword in band ! 
The Dane was unpiepared — before our march 
Startled bis ear, our sworda were at his breast ! 
My liege, you may believe, the weapons which 
Despair first drew were wielded now by hope ; 
Escape was certain ; but would he escape 
Whom danger woo'd with chance of victory ? 
We fought for it ; and won it ! 

Alf. Fair exploit ! 

Od. Of fairer yet, the news of our auccess. 
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My liege, gives liope. Such numbers throng'd to us 
Upon OUT maroh, the handful, that I thought 
To greet you with, bas swell'd into a host — ■ 
Brave volunteers, whose pay'a the leave to serve, 
My liege, your queen and son ? 

Alf. Oddune, forbear ! 
The Dane has buried thom — They aleep beneath 
The ruins of thy mastor'a castle, in 
The flamea of which they poriali'd, Oddune ! From 
A dying follower I leam'd it ! Leam'd, 
That tteason Icd the accursed asaailanta on ! 
IF lips that speak. for the last tiine spealc trutb, 
Edric has proved a traitor ! Queen and child, 
Except my country, Oddune, I havo none — 
That, now, is Alfred'a all !— His all, for which 
Alone he cares to live ! Now, could we leam 
The State and numbers of the enemy, 
A blow might soon be Struck — Oddune ! — 

Od. My liege. 

Alf. Ztohimself.2 No—thatwerodoubtful— Oddune: 

(M. Well, my liege ? 

Alf. Ito himtelf.^ And so were that ! 

Od. My liege, you spoke just now. 

Alf. Anon, my Oddune ! Make the attempt my- 
self ? 
Yes! Life and empire on this cast I'Il stake ! 
But how provido myself? There is a place 
In the glen where, of its shaggy vesture scant, 
Its sidea stand bare, and their hiige ribs espose 
Of solid rock ; so giddy steep withal, 
That down direct from tbe ptecipitous verge 
You many fatboma look.— There have I mark'd 
A lonely wight at tlie bottom couch'd, with harp 
Playinir to the idie echoes by the hour, 
Admiring how they mock'd hira — I will uae 
That harp ! — will use it to expel the foe, 
That thrust its master from the shining hall 
To the dim eavern-cell ; spill'd his heap'd diah — 
O'erturn'd his cup, from all sides running o'er, 
And cast him, with that golden song of bis, 
To roots and water, — Edwy, apeak with me ! 
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Wilt be av'hile companion to thy king, 
Tliough to share danger with him ? 

Edwff. To share deatli. 

Alf, Y( ur haud ! My friends, our coimtry miist be 

My trusty Odduno, wonder not, althougli 

You've foiind your king, to loae liim for a time. 

This list ol' trusty chiefa, with whom, through means 

I need not name to thee, I have kept up 

Intelligente, will sliow thee whom to warn 

Of thy succcss. Summon them to repair 

To Seiwood forest, there to meet their king. 

There sliall we meet again, my gallant friends ! 

Your hauds, my cliiefs! Soldiera, ourhearts embrace ! 

Farewell! Ee strong in hope ! The land's not lost 

That's left a son resolved to do her right ; 

And hero are troopa of sona, and loyal ones ! 

ConSrm tlie stirring spirit of tbe time 

Till it o'erapread the realm ; the which thronghout 

With swiftest expedition bear the call 

Tliat to her rescue ronsea those that love her ! 

8trong in her childron should a mother be ! 

Shall ours be helplcss that has sons like us ? 

God save our native land, wlioever pays 

The ranaom that redeems her ! — thouglt the king ! 

There king and subject aide by aide shall stand ! 

Stand by your king, your king will stand by you ! 

[|Alp. and Edwy ffo out. Od, and the others 
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ACT III. 
SCENE l.~The innde of Gutkrum's Tent. 

Enter Guthrum and Eintic. 

Guth. I swear a royal booty ! Thou hast done 
Great service tu tlie Dane. With these supplies 
No need to forago. Here we'll sit at ease. 
And reat U3 froni the war. 

Edr. Nn rest forme! 
Far richer holds than those which I snrpriscd 
And plunder'd, at my master's feet shall lay 
Their treasure and oiunition. 

Giilh. At tliy fricnd's ! 
Call me not master ! Call me father ! Think 
To thy first expedition what we owe ! — 
The captnre of the royal Saxon'a aon, 
The heir of Alfred. 

Edr. Woitld his queen, aa well, 
"Were now within tliy power ! — But ahe escaped, 
Or periah' d in the flames, 

Gutk. Come, Edric!- 
What shall I give tliee to reward the lovo, 
That so hath labonr'd to enrich nie ? Come, 
Ask what thou wilt, by Odin it is thine, 

Edr. Thou badest me call thee father. With the 

Give me the right to bail theo by that title : 
lask thy daughter'a hand. 

Gulk. I give it thee. 
Seek her, and bring her hither. 

Edr. Kor that boon 
Command my blood ! Ay, every drop of it. 

[ G(MS out. 
Euter Bald AUE. 

Hai. My Lord, a Saxon minstrel is without : 
The string he touches with a master's band; 
And as he plays, a youth, that waits upon hiin, 
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Sings to bis harp rare tales of love and war 
As ever ear did Hat to. 
Guth. Bring him in. 

[liiLOANTs (/oee out, anä refarns witk Alfred, /o^ 
lowed ly Edwy. Getukum, who hadtat doien, 
Struck bylhe deporttmnt of Alfred, rües. 

Glüh. IIa ! who sirt thon ? What art thou ? 

Alf. Tm the bard ! 
The sou of fantasy ! 

Wiiose world's o" tbe air — to mortal vision eise 
ImpaJpable — a paragon to tbia — 
Where he comraunes with forms, wbose radiancy 
Oiitshines tbe lustre of eartb's fairest tbings ; 
Whose title, from above, earth can't confer 
Or take away ! Whoae sniile is coveted 
By beauty — valour — their bright mirror, where 
Tiiey See tbemaelves more bright '. "Whose tributaries 
Are kings thcniselves ! Tbeir gorgeoua state but servea 
To swell bis stmn, that doth emblazon thcni 
Beyond tbeir deeda or titlea. 

Guth. "Well replied ; 
I like tby anawer bettcr that 'tia bold. 
Sit down, ait down.— A sample of your skül. — 
Thou spokest of beauty now, — what canst thou aay 
In praise of it ? 

Alf. \_to Mmself.^ Tbanka to tho tender liand 
That guided me to con tbe minstrel's lore, 
And teeasure't in my beart .' 

Gut/i. Let's taste tby skül. 

Alfked. 
Would'st thou know what beauty is ? 

Beauty is the queen of sighs ! 
Not a heart but owneth tliis, 

Proud or humble, light or wise. 
Crowned goblets some desire ; 

Some to See the banquet spread : 
Some prize sbining go!d ; and higher 

Value Eome tbe shüiing deed ; 
Safety's deem'd a gem. by some ; 

Panger some ajewel call; 
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Some to power deaire io come ; 

But bcauty is thc prized of all ! 
Well the Bard her praise niay sing — 

Of his soul-entrancing lyre, 
She commands tlie maater-string, 

That which lends it all ifs fire ! 
IVanfing which he could not sing — 
Rhymeless, numberiess, might he, 
Nor e'er had won a name for deathless niinstrelsy. 

Guth. Riglit well thou provest thy title to thy name, 
"What doea the youth that waita upon. tliee ? 

Alf. SiDg, 
The wliüe I play. 

Gufh. We'Il hear him at tlie banquet. 
Thou art not cid — and yet thou look'st not young ; 
Tliy brow with wisdom graver than with years — 
I'd talk with you ; for great, unicsa I err, 
Your skill in lore, we little care to search 
WhosB school's the battle-field. Attend me ! Come. 



SCENE II. — A seqHesieredrural Spot mar the Camp. 
Enter Ina {leading Ethelbed), Edith, and Boy. 

Edith. Your little charge i3 a fair healthful plant, 
Wlioae thriving looks bespeak your carefui tending. 
How strong is infancy in its helplesaness ! 
Of all that dwelt within the hold where he 
Waa found, no Soul, tiiey say, was spared but bim, 
Howe'er they pray'd for raercy ! 

Ina. Little praise 
To bim that saved him ! Edric'a treacherons heart 
Can own. no touch of niercy ! Know you not 
The hoy is Alfred's son ! His hold it was, 
Which Edric with my father's host beset, 
When fouDd the chief tliis boy. Go on before, 
We'll foUow you ; and mind you spare no paina 
To humour him. l_To Boy, Khogoes out mth Eth, 

1 should not love tliee, boy ; 
Thy race ia Ina's bane ! 
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Edith. Wliy say'st thou so ? 
The Saxon loves tliee. Ina, 

Ituz. Loves me ! 

Edith. Yea! 
What, thougli his passion is not on his tongue ; 
His heart ia füll of it. It apeaks in sighs — 
Love'a proper words. Ne'cr plainer spoke to ear. 

Ina, Nay, teil me not, Ilia heart ig stone to me ! 
He sigha ! but 'tia for freedom ! 

Edith. 'Tis for you ! 
How love is blind to what it pinea to aee ! 
You tliink him stone ; belike so thinks he you. 
Look at thyself, at once thou see'st him ! 
Your eyea at parting, that strain after him, 
At meeting, fcast on any other thing ; 
Your tongue that, when he hears not, ringa with him. 
In hia hearing's noteless, aa it ne'er knew sound. 
For too atrong love, his love'a accountcd none. 

Ina. 1 teil theo, no ! His thoughts abide not here. 
Tliey're with liis countrymen, aome daugliter fair 
Of whom he loves — not Ina. Be it so. 
The chcek I love ahall smile, thongh not on me ; 
The bird I'd keep with me I will let go, 
Tlaining tke bondage tliat would kill with doating. 
He's free— my father gives him überty. 

Edith. And what for thee ? 

Ina. To die, like a poor flower 
That lives with only gazing on the aun ; 
But frora her radiant lord too long ahnt out 
By the cold cloud, in silence hangs her head, 
And diea a smiling doath ! 

Edüh. He comea. 

hm. Alas ! 
For the last time. 

OswiTH enters, percäving Ina. 
Os. StiU, still my treaclierous steps 
Betray me, leading me to what I'd shun ; 
Yet what is ever preseut to my thought 
Why fcars my eye to sec ? My thraldom's füll — 
If 'tis enchantment, better to enjoy 
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Tlie fatal «weetncsi of the powerful spell 
I strive in vain to break ! 

Ina. Saxon, thon'rt free. 

0«. Recal tliy words '. 

Ina. I speak my fathet's will. 

Os. Why does lie givc nie liberty 

Ina. Becauae 
His Ina begg'd the boon. 

Os. Why did slie so ? 
Woold alle liad begg'd my deatb ! I did not ask 
For freedom ;— tbraldom was more kind to me, 
Which chain'd me unto tbat I oiigjit to fly, 
Biit fain would cling to. Honour did not swerye 
Tbat was constrain'd to look upon its baue ; 
And if it look'd tili it forgot itself, 
'Twas its miscbance — not crime. — Now, if it falls, 
It falls of its own will ! maid, too fair ! 
Help me to 'scape the ruin tbou hast wrought ! 
Think — tbink — 'tis an apostato kneels to tliee ! 
Instruct thy melting eye to flash witb scorn — 
Teach thy sweet tongue barsti indigiiatioii's note— 
Erect thy form witb dread severity — 
Till, like a Seraph, sterner In thy frown 
For wbat tbou look'st and breatbest of beauteoiis beaven, 
Tbou aweat me into virtuo. 

Ina. 'Wouldest tbou be free, 
Thou art so. 

0*. Am I ? Lady, there are bonds, 
Tbe wearing wbicb endears tbem to the slave. 
So that he bugs tbem — would not be set free ! 
Free me from these ! 

Ina. What bonds ? 

(h. Ken such, as not 
Our limbs imprison, but tbe things tbat mie them — 
Out thoughts and willg— aa coil about our hearta. 
And keep their bold, wben links of steel were was. 

Ina. Metbinks I have a guess what bonds you mean : 
Are they not beavy ones wben wom alone, 
But light wben otliers sbare tbem ? Is it so ? 
Hadst tbou such partnorship, would'st tbou be free ? 
I would not, so bad I ! 
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Os. It cannot be ! 
Half alle reveab her heart, and Teils her eyea. 
Do her TeilM eyes unveil the other half? 
Am I so bleas'd, so cursed, aa to be loved ? 
Nay, then, 'tis fate I'd cope with, and nmst yield ! 
Oh, to Iiave fallen in battle ! — to have fallen 
When honour was my mistresa ! — to have fallen 
AVhen in lier tadiant eye I drew tny sword. 
And dcem'd lay life a stake not worth a thonght 
To venture for her smilo! When wooing her, 
I strode more blithely throiigb the battle-field, 
Than e'er I bounded down the feative hall ! 

Ina. What nittkes thee wish for death ? 

0«. Tlie dread to lose 
"What waa my more than life ; but now seems poor — 
Like to be cast away, aince I have fomid 
A good I covet more than life and it ! 

Ina. What doat thou covet so ? 

0*. Thee, lady, thee ! 
Thou art that good of value paramount .' 
Oh, to have met thee with a heart at large '. 
No solemn debt — no kuotted tie «pon it ! 
Free to be all thy own — to render thee 
Its whole of love, hope, hononr, loyalty — 
One largo, unbroken, everlasting gift — 
The band whioh now, in doubtful joy, I take — 
How had I caught, in tranced ecstasy. 
And kneeliag, laid the offering at thy feet ! 

Enter Edbic. 

Edr. Let go that band ! 'Tis mine ! 

Os. What fire is this, 
Thatwiththelight'ning'3speeddartsthroughme,andfeels 
As all consuming ! — Thine ! 

Ina, BelieTo bim not. 
Oswith, beliovo him not — believe the maid 
Witb thonght of thee, that all forgets herseif— 
Oasta off the bashful 'tire of virginhood. 
And, unenforced, Stands confess'd thine own ! 
The eyea turns on thee sho wonld still avert, 
And lots thee see them, though they stream witb love — 
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Calis on thee witli tbe tongue that ne'er tili now 
Betray'd hersecret, to receive't for thine ! 
Bclievo him not, lie sports with theo — tliy lioatt 
Is not more suroly scatcd in tliy breast, 
Than ia thy imagc lodged within my lieart — 
Not raure tho spring of life to tliee, tlian that 
Is life itself to Ina ! Tore the world 
Do I proclaim me thlne, and cleave to thee ! 
But plight me faith for faith. 

Oä. 1 do, sweet maid ! 

Edr. [drawing kh sword."} My right's a bar, whicti 
thüu muat iirst remove ! 

Os. 'Twixt me and life ! Strong love hath niade me 

iis a poor straw lipon a torrent's breast, 
And bears as awift away ! Thy rigUt ! What right ? 
{^Half draieing hh eword. 

Ina. Gfive mo thy Jiand ! Give me thy band, I say ! 
Take it from tliv sword ! Tbou'rt mine ! Thy hand — 

thy ann— 
Thy all ! Have I not given my all for thee ? 
Paid down for thee a virgin's heait, that ne'er 
Before in !ovo was barter'd. Give me thy hand ! 
Or thon'rt the falsest, moat forawom of men, 
Breaking the vow that scarce liath Icft thy lipa, 
And I'ra the poorest, most abused of maids ! 
Give me thy liand ! Nay, an thou wilt not, tlius 
lipon thy arm I'U hang, and he thy shield, 
Taking the blows upon my fearless breast, 
That threaten wonnd to thine. 

Os. {takiny his hand from hh sjcori/.] Thy right ? 
What right f 

Edr. Dost wisli to leam ? Sucli aa the bridegroom 
Claims — 
As makes the lover blesa his stara, and givea 
Fulfilment of Ins long-enduring hopes — 
As tums his blisaful drearas to anbatances. 
So rieh, past credence, atill he tliinks he dreams — 
Asks if he wakea — believes it — doiibts it— aickens 
Leat day prove night, and laugliing moming corae. 
And in his very arms his treasures fade ! 
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Os. {Jtalf draw'mg his swcn^d.'] Abridegroom'sright ! 
Ina. That light is tliine alone ! 

how thy frame with fearful passion sliakes ! 
TVhile thy füll orba strain on tliy countrynian, 
"With deadly puqjose fixed ! Turn tliem on nie ! 
Read who ia Ina's bridegroom in her face ! 

See whom her eyes with fondnosa strain upon, 

Äs thino on him with hato ! O wliat a fee 

Thou makest me pay for that wliich costs thee nonght I 

1 call thee lord — If that Contents thee not, 
Why then tlie dearcr natne of husband take. 
And give me in exchange, an only look ! 

Os. Qö Edr,] Explain thv worda. 

Edr. The Service I have done 
The Dane, he bids me name rcquital for ; 
And by his God he binds himself, whate'er 
The boon, to grant it, Ina was fchc boon ! 

[^Osn'iTH draws his sword. 

Ina. Listtome, Oswith — Oswitb — bythylovel — 
My father's oath has made me his ! Hear mine ! 
By Odin, I'U bo bride to none but tliee '. 

Edr. Force will exact what frowardness denies ! 

Os. And thou could'st wed the bride that loathed 

Edr. Yes. [Üiee? 

Os. Put up thy swonl, Td whieper thee. 

\_They ichkper. 

Ina. Say it out. 
Thy broath is minc ! More than her own it feeds 
Thy Ina's life ! 0, 'tis » treacherous breath, 
To play the traitor to ita niistresa thua ! 
Spuak out, I say ! Thou heed'st me not ! False friend '. 
Friend cruel and unfair, that givea me nought, 
"Whilst I give all to him ! 

Edr. 'Tis well. \_Goes out. 

Ina. 'Tis ill ! 
Uot half so piain thy gleaming brandish'd sword 
Could threaten deatb, aa doea thy flaaliing eye ! 

Os. Ina, thy fears are causeless, Pritbee hencc, 
Back to the camp ; whilst I revolve the means 
Shall bring the course of onr nowthwarted loves 
To prosperous issue. 



db,Google 



284 ALFRED THE GHEAT. 

Ina, ni revolve them with thee ; 
And thou shalt find Low thrifty woman'a wit, 
When set to work by love. 

Os. My Ina ! — Lovo ! 
Bride! — Wife ! — for wedded tliey wliom love haa wed — 
I'd be alone. 

Ina. I will not loavR thee ! Come '. 
We'll go to tbe camp togetber. 

Os. Sweet ! my way 
Lies tliia way. 

liui. So doca mine, then, 

Os. Nay, farewel! ! 

Ina. You leave nie not ! I'll cling to thee tili death 
Disjoins us ! Drj^ me if thou wilt, I'll ne'er 
Let go my hold ! Oh was there ever maid 
So lost for love! that knelt — tbat bent the knee — 
Pleaded her cause with her bold tonguc — paid tribute, 
Lju-ge as her eyes could furnish, of her tears 
To an unheeding lovcr, deaf to her, 
And scarce confess'd an bour ! 

Re-eiUer Edric. 

Edr. AVaa it for tbis 
Thou eent'st mo bcnce ? to give tbee pause for dalliance ! 
Traitor ! 

Og. Ha! 

Edr. Coward ! \^Both draw. 

Enter Guthruh and Alfred. 

Gvth. Hold ! forbear ! Who atirs, 
Tbere's but a single stcp 'twixt bim and death, 
And he lias trod it. Wbat'a your cause of quarrel ? 
Ina, my cbild ! what sbare baat tbou in't ? AVbat ! 
Dost tum from me ? \_AnffrUy. 

Ina. My fatber ! 

Guth. There ! there 1 there ! {Pressing her to htm. 
Did I spcak roughly to thee ? Silly fawn, 
To Start at but a aound ! Art tboa in teara ? 
It doea concern thee, then ? How, Ina, apeak ! 
Dost bear nie ? Answer, girl ! Well ; never beed. 
You would if you coitld ! No matter ! Noble Edric, 
Deciare tby cause of quarrel to thy fricnd. 
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Ina. Thoii'rt not his friend ! Call rot thysdf his 

Gwth. My Ina, but I miist ! and so muat thou — 

Ina. Never ! 

Gutk. What'B tliat ! Mychild, beware ! You know 
I hrook not thwarting ! must not be gainsaid ! 
Call him tliy friend ! Come ! Show me tliou'rt my 

child ! 
My fleab ! my blood ! tliat owe thcmsclvcs to me. 
And ahould be subject to me ! Wilt not speak ? 
Take connsel ! Sometliing's riaing in my beart 
Tiiat bodes not good to thee ! Once more I say, 
Resist me not ! Submit ! Call liim tliy friend, 
Art silent still ? Now, minstrel, pvove thou'rt wise ! 
I found thee so when we discoursed of peace ! 
Of war ! — the duties subjects owe to kiiigs, 
And kings to sxibjects. Now propound the means 
Beboves a fittlier take, who woald untie 
A wilful daughter's tongue ! 

Alf. Force but subdues 
The weak ; still, witb tlie strong, 'tis met by force, 
"Was Dever found the noble nature yet 
That cronch'd before a frown ! 'Tis sway'd with smilea. 
Chiding her nature tho« but chidest tliy own ! 
She's thy söufs brigbt and fair reflecting glass ! 
But look at lier ! Sita not thy upper lip, 
All maaly as it is, and bold, to bers, 
More proudly firm «poa tby nether one, 
Than hers upon its fellow ! Taunteat thou, 
As only late tliou didst, rcbuke with thee, 
Given as rebukc, nc'er mended failing yet ? 
Then is thy boast her pardon ! Give me favour 
For speaking thus my thought. 

Gutk. Thou dost my wish. 
I like thy frankness ! Yea ; I aee ! You're right ! 
She's all her fathor's child ! Come to me, Ina ! 

[^SAe rugke» info his arma. 
What ■wonld''st thou do for me ? 

Ina. Aught that I could. 

Guth. Ah, there my Ina speaks ! I like thee thus ! 
Thus Ina, when tho« hang'st upon my neck, 
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And gaaest in my face ! My Tna, Hst ; 

I'U teil thee wlierefore I'd cntreat tliee call 

The Saxon friend, I've swom to give thee to him. 

Ina. Without my heart? What, father, give niy 
band 
Without my Leart ? Not so would'st thou give thine, 
And inaIce a league of friendship vrith tliy hand 
Thy heart protested 'gainst ! And what were that, 
Compared to one of luve ? A leagiie of friendship, 
That bart'd a friend out, and enclosed a fue ! 
Wonld'st tbou do that ? Thou would'at not give a 

smile 
Without thy soul's consent. And would'st thou have 
Tliy Ina give her band withoiit her lieart ? 

Gut/i. Dread Odin has my oatli ! 

Ina. So bas he mine ! 

Guth. ^Vliat hast thon swom ? 

Ina. Eternal tnith to love ! 

Gutk. Thou dost not know the passion ? But thou 
dost! 
'Tis clear ! I see too sure thou art loi'e's thrall ! 
lipon thy clieek bis crimaon pennon ■waves ! 
Thy down-caat eyes pay homage to his sway ! 
Thy heaving breast by its commotion shows 
The conqueror is within ! I aee his power 
Confess'd in every fibre of thy frame ! 
Whom dost thou iove ? Who has lit up this flame ? 

Ina. ^Kneelinff.'] Thou, father, thou ; whose fond- 
neas for thy child 
Would sketcli for her the man thou'dst have her wed. 
Hüw lie should be among bis peers in rank — 
And that the first — without a peer in worth. 
Most brave — most true — most generous — most good. 
Fit to be challenger of all the field, 
In all achievements of aupreme renown. 
And bear the palm from all ! Nor yet to lack 
Those qualities of visage, and of form, 
Which to these other richer graces join'd, 
Make the consummate man ! But that I saw 
My father auch a man, I should have deem'd 
A pliantom 'twas he drew for me ; for ue'er, 
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Except in him, saw I cmbodied wealtli 
Of 30 rare worth — iintil I saw it there ! 

Gutk. What'a thia to mc ? 

Ina. The being of thy child — 
Thy Ina — ti)y dt'ar Ina — wlio forgets 
Her father 'tia slie's kneeling to, as though 
He were a stranger to her ; but now leapa 
Into bis bosom ! Oh I'd like to see 
The härm could reach me here ! 

Guth. The Saxon dies ! 

Ina. No ! no ! 

Gulk. He spurn'd the profftr of his lifo, 
When forfeit to the God ! 

Ina. Nay hear ine ! 

GiO/i. Spurn'd 
My &iendship ! Gutliniio's friendship ! 

Ina. No ! 

GutA. Hc did ! 
I loved him, thougli my foe, because I mark'd 
His prowess in the fight ! 1 could have tliought' 
The God himself had turn'd againat bis sons, 
And, angry, sided with theb enemies ! 
He was my captive ! He had bled to Odin ! 
I proffer'd him my friendship, would he make 
Ailiance with the Dane, to snatch him from 
The altar ; and he spnni'd me I Ay ! refuaed 
The band of a viotorions king, through faith 
To an uncrowned fugitive ! Ho did ! 
I spared bim at my cliild's beseeching ! He 
Tbat spurn'd the parent now wonld win the child I 
He dies ! 

Alf. [^Aside lo GvTm'2 Thy Ina dies! See, howshe 

Half dead, already on thy Shoulder ! Much 
Thou loTcat her ! If none other calla thee father, 
Beware thou art not childless ! 

Giäk. Am I in tho wrong ? 
Deraand I more than ia a father'a due ? 
"What is her life, but portion of my breath ? 

Alf. A portion thou would'st give thy breatli to save? 

Guth. Thou sayeat riglit. 
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Alf. Ä portion, too, wliicli she 
Would render up, not oiily to save thine, 
But let thee breathe with ease. 

Guth. Tliou sayest riglit ; 
Yet bowa she not her fancy to luy will. 

Alf. Site cannot. 

Glüh. How ? 

Alf. You ask ; aod you liave loved ! 

Gutk. How know you that ? 

Alf, "Who has not feit the flame ? 
Your passion was repaid. 

Guih. How know you that ? 

Alf. How know I tliat ? From nouglit but mutual 

A flowev, corsnmmate rieb like that, could grow ! 

"Wliere fairest tbings that harmonise unite ! 

E'en stich a skia ebould such a mould ensbcath, 

To such a heart, he easket such a mould ; 

Such lineaments compose the beauteous face, 

Of auch a neck that inakea its graceful aeat ! 

And sktn, and mould, and heart, and face be served 

By such a minstrel as tliat tuneful tongue. 

This speaks tlie mingling of accordant lieaits, 

Throbbing in fervent unity ; that one 

No thought, no wish, no hope, no joy can lodge, 

But finds its fellow at tlie other's core I 

Gutk. Minstrc!,thou'rt rlglit! Deep does thy wisdom 
search ; 
Her mother, Eva, was my only love, 
As I was hers ! Tliough daughter of my foe, 
She left her father, friends, land, faith, and all, 
To follow nie. She did !— She did ! 

Alf. And that'a 
Her child, in. wliom the passion that bless'd thee, 
Thou'dst turn into a eurae. 

Guth, I like not that ! 
Thou makeat too bold to say I'd curse tay diild ! 

Alf. Look at her ! 

Guth. Thou art riglit ! Say on ! Say on ! 
Yet where's t!ie profit? Win me Odin's ear. 
And move the God to give nie back my oath ! 
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Tliüu but perplexest mc ! Since tliou'rt so wise, 
Sliow nie tlie way not to forawear myself ; 
And yet not keep my oath, 

Alf. Two oatha the God 
Has regiatered ; one only can be kept. 
Whicli he accepts, the Güd himself decide. 
Yuu say ho rulea the swovd ; then to the sword 
Entniat the cause, and these the terms of atrife. 
Who masters first bia adveraar3^s sword 
And yet not aheds lils hloed, be liis the maid. 

Oa. Content ! 

Edr. Content ! 

Ina. Oswith, this chain's of gold, 

{ßtill leaning on km-fathtr. 
That never knew alfoy — cunningly wrought — 
An amulet, that ever faithful guarda 
The wearer's wishea ; proves it faJse to thine, 
Drop it into tbe grave where I shall lie, 
Ere by its treachery thy rival thrivea. 

GiUk. And Edric, tliou receive this ring from me. 
The band tliat wears it, holds its weapon true, 
If faithful to the Dane, aa thou to me. 

Alf. I have a ring, a cliarmed bauble too. 
Power tu tiie band it gracea, does it give 
O'er falaehood to prevail. 'Tis liia who'Il take it — 
But who would wear it, and its virtue prove, 
Must firat affirm he owna a loyal heart — 
True to the king that firat bis homage claim'd, 
The land that gave him birth— Wilt take it, thoti ? 

Edr. Tbe ring I'il trust is tbis I now put on, 
The guard of my good sword ! 

Alf Wilt take it thou? 

Ot. Though to the King I'm true 
That first nny homage claim'd— -true to tbe land 
That gave me birtli ; yet more, than true to theae, 
The tbrall of love, I dare not take tbe ring. 

Alf. Show me tliy band — my countryman — 'tia oa ! 
'Tis a true band — for ne'er would fit the ring 
Disloyal fjnger yet. Luok at it well ! 
Lo ! speak I not the trntl» ? 

Os. {^Reciynizing Alf.] My liege ! 
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Alf. Beware ! 
In wbosG but a ttue subject'a hands would place 
A king hia life. Be of good lieavt ! No doubt 
Palsy tby arm ! Tlie wislies of tby love, 
Thy king, are witb tliee ! Heaven be witb tlico too ! 

Guth. Away ! I'll follow you ! and aco myself, 
Thia bloodless tria! niade. [Oswith am^Euiuc j/o out. 
Here minstrcl, take 

My ebild ! Support ber ! Clieer ber to abido 
The isaiie of tbeir strife. \_Goes out, 

Alf. [_Supporting Ina.] Fair maiden, take 
Tbe minatrel's word, tliy lover wins tbe ganie ! 
Thy fcars are wrongs, where wron» thou leaat woiild'st 

do! 
Doubt on tby cbampion did anotbcr cast, 
How would diadain arouse tby languid lip ; 
Cülour thy froaen cbeek from snow to flamy ; 
Aud the expired bistre of thine eye 
Re-kindle with its ligbtning ! Maiden, list ! 
Tbc band's best sinew ever Is the beart ! 
Thy lover'a is the sound one I Think of tbat ! 
That's rigbt ! Lookup! Takecourage! Oswitbthrowa 
Hia brand away, and grapples Edric's ! Ha ! 
Keq) tby bold, Edric, if tliou canst ! A cbild's — 
An iDlant'a — is it to tby rival's grasp ! 
Look on tby lover, niaiden ! His chiefa eye 
TJpon Uim, double ia a vaaaaTs strength ; 
"What then tbe lovei's, in hia miatress' eye, 
Tliat strives for victory, and ahe tbe prize ? 
He aeea thee ! Mark you, how bis frame distends, 
As though witb auperhuman vigour fraugbt, 
At bis good angel's sigbt? Wave, maiden fair, 
Wave your white arm to him ! 'Twere ten timea worth 
A roj'al pennon in a monarcli's band, 
Oheering tbe cliampion of bis cliallenged crown ! 
You see ! You see ! Now puts hc fortli bis might ! 
Edric givea way ! He faints ! His limbs are was, 
Wreatling witb limbs of ateel ! He falls ! His sword 
"VVaves o'er hia bead, in noble Oawitb's band. 
Hold up ! Kay, gasp not ! It were wrong to die, 
Slain by tliy galbmt levei'* vittory ! 
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Entur GuTHiiuM, leading Oswiib. 

Gutk. Thcre, Saxon, take my child ; but tliou'rt my 
Thou must not boar her lience. [thrall, 

Alf. He aliould not ! Guthtum ! 
TVhere'er I speak of thee I'll give thee out 
Indeed a royal chief ! Farewell ! 

G'Uh. Not yet. 
By Odin thou ahalt join our fcast ! I say 
Thou ahalt not go ! I like thy Company ! 
I'd hear thy liarp again ! Come ! Pollow all. 

\_They go out. 
Re-eiUer Edsic. 

Edr. Foil'd, but not yet o'ercome, The baffled foe 
That will not turn a friend, is like to prove 
A deadly one ! Oswith has wen the maid, 
Bitt not posseas'd her yet ! I'll mar bis love ! 
That minstrel is not what he seems ! Me he shuns — 
Communes with Oswith freely — Oswith knows him \ 
Some one of note — a priae to Guthruin — which 
If Oswith lets escape, he wrongs tbe Dano ; 
And thence I'll work bis niin ! To tbe banquet ! 
I'll watch their every movement; and unmask bim, 
Thongh I sbould tcar the visor from his face. 

[_Goes out. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE 1—Theinside of Gulhrum's Tmt. 



GvTHRUM, OswiTH, Ina, CMefs^ Alfred, Edwt, S^c. Sfe. 
Enter Edbic. 

Gutk. Corae Edric, though not Fortune's friend, 
thou'rt mine. 
"Why didat tliou stay beliind ? Sit by me, Edric. 
Look to the minstrel — see that liia goblet's füll-— 
Let it o'erflow — see to't ! 

Os. You feast not, !ove. 
Ina. No more do you. 

Os. 1 do not caro to feast. 
Wlien the heart banquets, vianda are pass'd by ! 

Edith. QEM(mny.] YourlittleSasonfavourite wanta 
you, Ina ; 
He clanionra for you, nought can quiet bim. 

Ina, Nay, try and soothe bim. If he baffles thec, 
Why bring bim hitbcr, then ! [Edith ffoes out. 

Gutk. Come, etrike your barp ! 
We'd hear a strain ; and prithee let it be 
A warlike one. The triumph of the Dane — 
Canst thou play that ? 

Alf. Accursed be tbe bard 
That sing3 his country's shame ! Her glory, cliief, 
I'U sing ! My harp hath often rung with it ! 
Shall ring again ! Or if the tbcme be done, 
The stringa, which many a year iny handa have kiss'd, 
I'Il tear from their loved frame, thougb aa they snap 
My heart-strings break, and I partake the ruin. 

Gutk. By Odin, but thou'rt bold. I like thee 
for't. 
Play what thou wilt. Well ! wbafa to be tbe strain ? 

Alf. The downfall of Cadwallon, 

Gat/i. What was he ? 

Alf. The Saxons' foe. 
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Alpred plays wkih Enwy sings. 
Cry, cry to tlie eagle, her feast is prepared ; 
Cadwallon the Lion his faluhion haa bared ! 
Ten thousand spears dance to his trampet's song. 
As his march in thunder rolls along \ 

Does she heac? Will she ejjme? Is she hurryii^ down ? 
Alls ready, and waiting for her alone ! 

But the might's with the right, 

From the clond breaks the light ; 
And the head high at morning — maj he low er« the night ! 

But why does the Saxon, Oswald, kneel ? 

Is't for his prayere he'a dressed in steel? 

And wherefore kneel his Saxon bands? 

Do they pray with their weapons in their hands ? 

Or are they contented to banquet the guest 

Cadwallon the Lion has called to his feaat? 

But the might's with the right, 

From the cloud breaks the light ; 
Aod the head high at morning — may lie low ere the night ! 

Not long did the Saxon kneel — he avose 

With a shout thaf niade leap the bold hearts of his foes ; 

And on he rush'd, and down he höre 

The spears that hunted him before. 

And the trumpet ihat soundod tho firsl for the field — 

(Jadwallon the Lion's — was the first that was still'd ! 

For the might's with tlie r^ht, 

From the cloud hreaks the light ; 
And the head high at morning — may lie low ere the night ! 

But where is the eagle waa call'd to the feast ? 
She is come ! but Cadwallon salutes not his gnest, 
She has fall'n to her mcal without beckon or word ; 
Slie aereama with her glee, but her mirth is unheard ; 
She has perch'd on the head of the warrior's son, 
And the blood-drop thaf falls from lier heak is his own. 

For the might's with the right, 

From the cloud breaks the light ; 
And the head high at morning — may lie low ere the night ! 

Guth. Well done ! a straia that for a warrior's ear ! 
For rae, thrice prccious is the ruby drop 
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Since the enchanting strain has breatlied upon it ! 
Taste, friends ; come, lipa to brims ; there's magic in 
The cup ! The health of him that pours it in— 
*' The bard," the ting of song, whose praiae to eound 
Becomea and not disparagcs the Ups 
Of kings themselves ! 

Alf. [_Aside.'2 A regal nature his ! 
There's somcthing in thee, Guthrum, I could claitn 
Ciose kindred mith ; but tliere's no grasping Iiands 
Fop tliee and me, save ia the deadly atrife 
That ends the hope of one of us ! I've gain'd 
All neodfui knowledge. Ward of caution none 
They keep— -in our complete discomfiture 
Seeure. An easy prey they"!« sure to fall 
To sudden onset Irom a band iike ours, 
Strong in their cause, and resolute of heart. 

Enter Elswith, pale, emadated, and in wretehed attire. 

Gutk. Ha ! who art thou ! 

Ek. Who pla/d that strain ? 

Gulk. Thou ask'st 
Aa if reply were not a boon, but debt ! 
Whence gottest thou that air of high command ? 

Ek. From misery ! 

Gutk. She strangely tGaches thce ; 
Making thee stately that niakes othera bow ! 
What aeek'st thou here ? 

Elg. I heard a strain witbout ; 
I'd learn who play'd that strain, 

Guth. That harper. 

Eh. He! 
Hope, thou didst right to mock me. I haye found thee 
Still a dissembler, and I'd trust thee still ! 
But now farewell, thou thing of spocious tonguo, 
But hoUow lieart ! Smootk face, that'a but a mask 
To Cover what we loathe. Great promiser, 
Littio performer ! Coiner of false smiies, 
That tum out tears at last, IVe done witb thee ! 

\^She sits in tlm centre. 

Otho, Thou sitt'st in Guthmm's presence. 

Eh. What of that ? 
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I luve sat down with Despair — a greater eliief 
Than Gutlirum— -ona could make liim gnash hia teeth ! 
Ay, could he, miglity as your master is ! 
I'vo sat down with Despair ! Now show me Death ! 
I'Il take my seat by him ! I fear him not ! 

Alf. Contain thyself, my heart 1 — It ia my queen I 

Gutk. Her mind's distracted ! 

Alf. No ! — It is her heart. 

Ina. Perhaps sho hungere. Give her food ! 

X_'L'h»y presmt food to her. 

Eh. Too rieh ! 
Famine partakes not such ! Sho fceds on haws, 
Acorus, and roots, and berries ! Give me these ! 
For theae we thank the Dane ! 

Gutfi. You tbank the Dane ! 
Ha! 

Alf. 'Tis awonian in afiliction speaks! 

Gutk. Andlet berspeak! Yetdoes shentartbecheer. 
Itemove her ! 

Eh. Touch nie not ! Stand off'. My name 
Is Woe ! I am tho mark of Wrath ! Behold 
How he has smitten me, and smittea me 
That mine own eyea don't know me ! One bot day, 
Pareh'd up with tliirst and hunger, of a brook 
I stoop'd to drink, and saw myself, and scream'd 
At preaence of a stranger. Time makes tbjngs 
Unlike the tbings tkey were; but Wratb's the changer '. 

Gutk. Persuade her to go hcnce. 

Eh. I hear you ! 111 
You entertain the guests you force to greet you ! 

Guth. We force ! 

Eh. Äy ! bum thera out of house and bonic ! 
Murder their busbands, and their childrea ! Scatter 
Their friends, that where a thousand troop to-day 
No'j one is foiind to-morrow ! — Bid them searcli 
For viands in the larders nf the wolf 
And vulture ! which, deriding them, perforce 
They come to you. 

Gutk. Hence with her ! foree her hence ! 

Alf. ^Harting wp]. Who band of force lays on her, 
lut him die ! 
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And aave tliy raanly name from tlie reproach, 
That in thy presence, misery like tliis 
Was offer'd insult with irapunity. 
And in the sacred person of a wonian ! 

Eh, The voice too! — No ! it is not, cannot be ! 

Gwtk. Heavd'st what she said ? 

Alf. 1 did. 

Guth. Vt'aa't tnie ? 

Alf. Free epeech 
Accord'st tho« mc ? 

Guth. Tia thine 

Alf. The truth ahe apeaks 
But one she seen s mong'it tliousands, whom thy 

sword, 
Ravenous of conqiiest hath made w dowg of, 
And childleas mothers ^ 1 o tl a hour thou feast'at, 
Are famiahing ! — in their own land, mithout 
Abode or food — and curae tlie hour when first 
Thou trodd'st upon their shores ! 

Gut/i. In. their own land ? 

[_He quits Ms aeat and approackes Alp, 
Surely I heard thee not ! In tlieir own land ? 
'Tia mine ! all mine ! their land ! air ! water ! They 
Theraselvca ! All mine 1 Mine ! Mine I They ! Thou ! 

Ay, thou ! 
That mock'st me ! bravest me ! thou, I aay, art mine ! 
My tlirall ! my slave ! a worm ! tUing fot niy foot 
To tread upon ! Confesa it ! 

Alf. No! 

Gut/i. Thoii wilt not ! 
Know'st thou the man thou tempt'st ? Doat hear me ? 

Think'st thou 
I apeak to thee by my page, to whom thou'rt free 
To lend but half an ear ? May'at paas excuaed 
To bear no duty in thine ah, thine eye ? 
May'st anawer by a nod, ornot at all ? I'm Gathrum ! 
He wliose brcath's thy üfe ! A look — 
An only look of whose incensed wratli 
Might atrlke thee dead ! Dost thou not tremble ? 

Alf. No! 

Guth. Up, slave, and beg thy üfe ! 
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Alf. Why beg for tliat 
I deem not worth. the oiily asking for ; 
Moveover, that thou hast not power to take? 

Guth. Not power to take ? Was never Gutlirum 
braved 
By mortal man bcfore ! Not power to take ! 
Guthrum is but a cbild ! Strong as my wrath, 
My etronger wonder overpowers it quite, 
And {rom a tempest queliä me to a calni 1 
The reason ? Come l I'U let thee hsive thy way, 
Givest thou lae but the reason. Come ! the reason ? 
Be it but lialf sufiicient, it shall weigb 
Acquittance of thee. Come ! the reason — come ! 

Alf. Your royal word is Warrant for my aafety. 
"What by your leave I speak, yourself forbida you 
To turn to evil 'gainst me. 

GuÜt. Right, by Odin ! 
You'ro always right ! and you may speak again. 
And freely as bcfore. ^Jleswmm kit seat, 

Ina. I prithee, Oawith, 
Perauade thy countryman to leave tlie tcnt. 
What now is safety may anon prove danger, 
Fierce as 'tis sudden is my father's wrath ; 
And ever in the hour of social cheer 
Most to he fear'd, and look'd for — apeak to hini ! 
Conjure him to go henee. [Os. approaches Alp. 

0«. Had he a steed 

Ina. A steed ? — An ea.sy thing, my Oswith ! Two — 
The flcetest in the camp — shall bc at band, 
Keady caparison'd — behind the tont — 
That way eonduct him hence. 

{_Wfngper9 an Aüendant out while Oswitw 
approache« Alfred. 

0». My liege, your ear. 

Edr. [io Gore.] You mark, my lord, he whispers 

Guth. I do ; and what of that ? 
Edr. They understiind eaoh other. 
Guik. Think'st thou so ? 
Edr. Yc9 ; I'U have an eye upon them. 
Gutk. I lieed them not. 
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E liier Edith inilh Ethelbed. 

Eis. Whose tliild is that ? not tliinc ! 

Edith. He is not mine. 

Eis. He'a not a Danish child. 

Eflilh. He's Dot. 

Ek. Is he a Saxon tlien ? Is he a Saxon then ? 

Edith. He ia a Saxon child. 

Eh. A Saxon ! Pray yon, let me see his face ! 
Hc'ainine! 

Edith. He shrinka from theo. He knows tliee not. 

Eh. Me can he know, that do not know myself ? 
He'Il know my voice ! My child ! My Etheired ! 
He knows it not ! and ia my voice changed too ? 
Or does my face falae witness bear ao atrong, 
He gives not credencc to hia niother's voice ! 
He is my child ! Believe it fov my tears, 
My choking utterance, my bcnded kaeea. 
And my iraploring arms that sue to you, 
And ask you for my child ! 

Alf. {_Asitk.'^ Does providence 
Vouchsafe auch merey ! 

Guth. If the child ia thine, 
Thou'lt know where it was found. 

Eh. Too well I know ! 
Eoth when and where ! A castle did yo sack, 
"Whose tenant was the motlier of that child. 
At night the cry arose, ^^ The Dane!" '^ The Dane!" 
And then the bursting gate— the clash of arms ! 
Theahout — theyell — theshriek — thegroan — whichrage 
And cnielty, and fear, and pain supply, 
To «lake the concert feil of savage war ! 
That motlter'a care too aafe had lodged her chijd 
In the remotest chamber of the whole, 
She ask'd for it ; " The Dane ! " was the reply. 
She would have sought it ; but they held her back. 
And ctied, " TÄe Dane ! " She shriek'd to be set free ; 
Now threaten'd ! now implored ! bnt all in vain ! 
" The Dane! " was all the answer she could get ! 
They forced her thence in cniel duty ! Ay ! 
In duty forced the mother from her child ; 
While leut the Dane a torch to iiglit her path. 
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Her flaming towers that blazed about her boy ! 
And she went mad ! yet still tbey bore her on ; 
Nor other heed to lier diatraction gave, 
Except to cry, " TÄe Dane ! " " The Dane ! " " The 
Dane ! " 
\_Sinks exhausted upon aseat, ohtipingherforeliead. 
Güte, and Edb. ■whkper. 

Eh. Alas ! they give not credence to my worda ! 
Will no one plead for me ? My countryman, ■ 
Essay your art ! Hast not aorae melting atrain — 
Such as draw teara whether tliey will or not ? 
As moves. ^Reoigniting Ai,T.^ I've found bim ! 

Edr. \Cimiing forward.'\ Whom? "Whom hast tbou 
found? 

EU. [RecoUecting herseif. "] My boy ! 

Edr. ^AsidB.~\ I thought ehe meant the minstrel. 

Alf. Yea! 
Sheknows me, and I am a busband still ! 
I am a father and a husband still ! 
Ob, happiness, tbou comest out of time ! 
Tbou cbooaest ill the place to grcet mc in ! 
Tbou mockest mo to hold tbine arms to me ! 
I dare not rush to tbeir embrace ! I'm poor, 
With all the wealtb thou say'st is mine again ! 
I dare not toucU it ! Bettor were it far, 
I had not now been told on't. 

Gutk. Take tbe boy ! 
But firat true answer to our queation give. 
The Castle wherc we found bim was tbe king's ! 
Clad as no vassal's o&pring was the chiid. 
If thou liis motber art, thou art the queen ! 
Art thou 80 ? 

Alf. Guthrum, to tbe test I put 
Thy nature ! If tis worthy of thy state, 
Tby prosjierous fortunc, and t!iy bigb renown, 
Approve it now, Lo, Guthrum, do I play 
Tbe traitor for tby bonour ! In thy power 
Thou hold' st the son and consort of tby foo ! 
Of Alfred ! TJse tby fortuno as besecms thee ! 
Swear by thy God, tbey sball receive from thee 
Safesuard of lifo and bonour. 
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Gutk. Ay, by Odin. 

Eh. Would'st tliou not takc a ransom for us ? ]; 

Gutft. Yes! 

Eh. Wliat ransom will thou täte ? 

Gutli. Thy husband's crown ! 

Eh. Alas I he will not ransom «a wHli tliat ! 

Alf. He sliould not ! 

Guth. "Wlty? 

jj^/", He weara it for bis people, 
The dayhe put it on he vow'dhimself 
(Jf them the father ! To their jiarent land 
It wedded him ! His proper consort she ! 
'TwJxt him and tbem, he knowa not wife, or child. 
He dares allow to stand ! 

Guth. Minatrel, thou ravest ! 
He has not nature, who 'gainst natute's law 
Could so deny his hcart ! 

Alf. He tnay have more ! 

Gutk. What? 

Alf. The coramand of her. The attribute 
Of kings who fecl the import of their titles. 
Which stops their cars against her piercing cries ! 
"Which shiits their eyes against her thrilling looks ! 
Which lifts them so 'bove earth, tbey aeem as though 
They sat in aomc attendant, brighter sphere, 
Wherefroin they look'd and ruled her ! 

Gutk. Well thou said'st 
Thy World was of the air ! Tliou dost not speak 
Of things of earth ! Thy sayings are not snoth ! 
I would thy king were here to prove thee but 
A dreamer! With thosejewela in his eye. 
He would not see his crown ! Yea, though it shone 
Bright as it did bcforo I thinn'd ita studs ! 
Could'atfind thy king? 
Alf. I could. 

Gvih. Go seek him, then. 
And when thou find'st him, greet him from mo thus — 
" Tk^ quem and ton are now in Guth-rim's power. 
Paff tkou but homage to the Dane, tkeyre free." 
Alf. I take my !eave. 
Eh. Guthrum. Aboon! 
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Guth. What is't ? 

Ek. I'd send a inessage to my lotd ! 

Gutk. Tliou slialt. 
Stand you apart, that freely they coDfer, 

Ek. And doat thou go ; and wilt thou leave us here ? 

Alf. I must. Alas ! tliou know'st not what thou 
aay'at ! 

Eh. Thou'lt leave us liere ! Dost thou not love our 

Alf. Beyond ray life ! tchM ? 

Eh. And me ? 

Alf. Beyond our child ! 

Eis. And must thou leave me ? Oh ! I have search'd 
for thee 
Many, and many a day ! Now fear'd thee dead ! 
Now hoped thee living ! Search'd for thee alone ! 
One falling now ; and now another off; 
"Witli my strong love unequal to keep pa«e. 
Sleeping in woods and caves ! On foot by dawn, 
Ne'er giving o'er tili night again ! Now food, 
Now nothing ! Scantily I fared to-day ; 
Yet 'twas not hunger brought me here, but thou. 
In desperate hope to find thee ! Art thou found, 
But to be lost again ? 

Alf. So were I found, 
Went I not instant hence. Look in my eyes, 
And read the husband and the fathcr therc, 
In nature's undiaaembling language voucli'd ! 
But, hear the king ! 

EU. ■Well! 

Alf. Paramount of all, 
My public function ! Husband — father — friend — 
All titles, and all ties are moi^ed in that ! 
Approve thyaelf the consort of a king ! 
I leave thee to return to theo. Return, 
With freedom for thy child — for thee^myself — 
For all — for all muat perish, or be free ! 
Aud soon I como ! So cheer thy heait with hope ! 
Farewell ! 

Eis. \jiloud.'2 You'll bear my duty to my lord. 

Alf. I will. 

Eis. Your band that you wiU keep your word. 
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Alf. Therc, lady. 

Eis. Be thy hand my missive ', Tbus — 
Tlius with my tears I write my errand on't — 
And with my lips — a faithful signet — seal it ! 
0, countryman ! perhnpa nor he nor thou 
Shalt ever see me more ! I feel as oiie 
Amerced of life— tliat shates a haiid with all — 
And aaka a hlessing from the meanest tongue ! 
Thy blessing, minstre!, ere tliy mistresa dies. 

Alf. What love would ask to light on head beloved — 
What faith and virtue Heaven'a own Warrant have 
To ast of Heaven — light on thy honour'd hoad ! 

Edr. ril 868 him eye to eye, ere he departs. 

Alf. Farewell ! 

Edr. Stay, rainstrel. Let me see thy face ! 

[|Edr. gtops Alf. foreibhj. 

0». All'aloat! \kalf drawin^ hh »word.~\ 

Alf. \jurninfffully and ttemly upon Edr.^ Therc, 
Traitor! {^HR.^vMerl^eonfoundedjStaggersliKk. 

Os. Fly, my liege ! Away, 

[^Alf., Edwy, and Os. go out. 

Guth. What raoves thee, Edric ? What's the matter ? 
Speak ! 
Why is thine eye-ball fix'd, thy mouth agape ? 
What ails thy blood, that it forsakes thy check ? 
Why sliakes thy frame? 

Edr. My liege ! 

Gutk. Out with it ! 

Edr. The minstrel ! 

Gutli. What of the minstrel ? 

Edr. OswitU playa thee falae ! 
No minstrel leaves the camp ; but Oawith thencc, 
Treaeherous to thee, conducts thine cnemy, 
Alfred, the Saxon King ! 

GulA. Ha ! Follow thcm. 
Stop his retreat ! Away ! Alive or dcad, 
Have them before us ! [Edr., Omo, and olhers go out. 

Eis. Mercy ! Guthrum ! Mercy ! ^^Clashin^ of 
stcords. 

Guth. Remove her ! 

Eis. Where's the üghtning ! WhatlnoboJt 



•dby Google 



ALPRED THE GREAT. 3I'3 

To blast the impious liand that tlireatena deatli, 
To his anointed head. mercy ! raercy ! 

\_Sheisforcedoff, 'Editk follominff with the child. 

Eär. Qa;t(ÄöM(.] Traitor, give way. 

Os. [^wUhout.2 Make way — for none ni give. 

{Theßghting continues. 

Guth. "Who aids Lim ? Is thcre treason in the camp, 
Tliat thus the contest lasts ? Give me my sword. 

Ina. \Jmeelinff to Gutb.3 My fathcr ! 

OwiÄ. [jiot Iteeding her.'] Ho ! my bucklcr and my 

With mine own band will I transfix liim ! 

Ina. Father! 

Enter Edkic, wowndcd. 

Edr. At last, my lord, we've overpower'd liim- 

Gwth. Whum? 

Edr. Oawith. 

Guth. And Alfred? 

Edr. He haa escaped, I fear ! 

Guth. Lay Oswitli in chains. 

Ina. My father ! 

Guth. To the god 
I give liim ! Odin, take him ! He is thine ! 
Bythyvictoriousspearhebleedsto thee. [Edk.j/ow üut. 
Give him my child, the traitor ! Give him my blood ! 
I'd pour it out upon the altar firat ! 
I would with mine own hand ! I'd look on her ! 
And do it ! Look on her ! Up, girl, and hence ! 
IIa ! Do I see a statue, or my child ? 
That »iheek is marble hy its hue ! — Those eyes — 
The chisel makea aa good, for any touch 
Of sense that's in them ! What is it I've done ? 
Oh ! they havo loved and pin'd, and loved again 
As freah as ever ! Take her to her coueh ! 
She'll alecp — will she siecp ? Thore, gently ! I am 
From fire to ice with looking on her. Ha ! ^grown 
For what liave I done this ? Stand yon al! here ? 
What ! have I paid so dearly for the prizc. 
And do you let it go ? Pursue ! Puraue ! 

\_The!/ go out. 
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ACTV. 

8CENE I.—I»as Tmt. 
A Recms in ihe centre, with a curtain drawa befort 



Enter Güthkum, Edith, and Osoab. 

GwtA. What saythe priestst 

Ogc. Yoü inay not spare his lifo ! 
Your oath to Odin musl be kept, unless 
His country lie forswears, and serves the god — 
Oonditions whicli he spurns. Would eise tlie tide 
Of your great nation'a prosperoua fortune ebb 
To an etemal drouglit ! Among the ranks 
They tun, tliy oath roiterating, and, with worda 
Ambiguous, starting fears, youmay retract, 
And curse your people! 

Gutk. Let tlieir altar reck ! 
Blood rain upon tliem tili it drawn tliem ! Leave 
The tent ! 

Ose. Shall they prepare to sacrifice ? 

G'itA, Teil them, if for comniand of mine tlioy wait, 
I will not give it ! — No ! not for their god ! 
She speaks not ? [Ose. ffoes out. 

Edith. Nay, my lord, at times a word ; 
But none that Icada to ccrtain inference — 

GutA. Has she not slept ? 

Edith. Nouglit but nnnatural sleep — 
Kest that might pass for wakefulness — that scarcc 
Doth ahut the lid — which weariness itself 
Beholding, ere 'twould taste, would watch ; it seems 
So far from sweet. All listlessness without, 
While aU within ia stirring ! 

Gath. ril not see her. 

Edith. My lord ? 

Guth. I did not speak ; or if I did, 
Twaa not to thee ! I thoiight myself a father ! 
I thought as nerer father loved his cjiild 
I loved my Ina ! 'Twas my pride to show it ; 
Yea, even when ahe ruled me like a cliild ! 
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Slie was tlie mistress that frum niy wildest flight 

Could call me, if my eye but lit on her, 

As the lovcd luvo the falcon ! — and I've kill'd her ! 

l'm not a father !— I did never love her 

But as a child — a toy ! Come, show her to me ! 

Undraw the curtain ! Ile that makea a corse 

Of what he loves, may sure he flint enough 

To look upon't, 

[Edith undrawt the curtain, and Ina w discovered 
^ting in a stale of fixed abstrtKlion. Edith 
raises her, and Imds her foneard to a eouck, Ina 
movinff at if it icere mechanicallff. 
Leave us to outselves. [^Edith ^oe^ out. 

WTiy, 'tis enough to make the äckly heart 
Break out in laughter, wheo the very work 
Ohf eyes coiild weep them tearleaa at, our handa 
May boast the making of ! 

\^Aj>proaches, and gils down bmide her. 
My Ina ! Ina ! — 

My child ! you'Il speak to me ? — What, are you iU ? 
How feel you ? — You look well ! — There, my own girl, 
Lie in your father'a bosom ! — Spoak to him ! 
What say'st thou, sweet? — Wast not about to speak ? 
Thou waat. Go on — go on ! Speak to me Ina; 
Or I'll go mad ! Do'st hear ? — On my knees, 
I pray you speak to me ! — -Now, thU is wilful ! 
Away ! — you but diaaomble ! — 'Tis put on ! — 
For shame, for shame ! You've Seen my eyes in tears ! 
YonVe seen my kneea upon the ground ! — You know 
It is your father — your old fatJier, and 
You'Il not speak to him !— Think you ho can't see ? 
Why, any one could do't ! To fix the eye 
And koep the viaage motionless, and ait 
Aa you were riveted to your aeat ! A child 
Were scant of wit that lack'd such obvious power — 
Of 'Simulation ! I renounce you, Ina ! [ Goin^. 

Will you not apeak to me, my child ? Speak to me ! 
IRetums. 
A Word — a whiaper— -aiiything ! — a sign — 
To show me that you arc not worse thaa dead — 
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Alivc, and just tlie same ! I can bc rasli ! 
I can give way to fury ! — I will try 
If life bo in thy lieart ! 

i_Dratos his dagger, and rmhes up to her. 
I'd soare a stnne ! 

[ Wild dkcordant mudc is heard tcithoul. 
Ina Starts up and clmps her kands. 

Gtak. Ha! 

Ina. Thcre 'tis ! 

Gvth. Slie speaks ! — She is alive ! 

Ina. I've H9ten''d for't 
So long, I fear'd 'twould never come I 

Guth. Wliat, loa ? [_Music agmn. 

Ina. Agaiii ! 

Guth. They do prepare to lead liim fortli ; 
The sacrifice will presently begin ! 
They make a pretest of their god to mock 
My power ! 

Ina. He'a ready ! — Let mo go to liim ! 

Guth. To wliom ? Tliy lover ? 

Ina. I should like to get 
Myfather'sblessing first ! 

Guth. Thou hast it, Ina ! 

Ina. I know I have. Who says he does not love me ? 
I'd not believe it, thougli h« were to kill me ! 
He'd do't in madness, and he'd kiU himself 
When he liad found he had done it ! Bless his Ina? 
Ho always hiesses me — at morning when 
Ile secg me firet, and then, agaia, at night ; 
Yea, ofttimes througli the day ! He'd bless me thoiigli ' 
I broke his heart ; and I'U bless hiui, although 
He has broken mine ! 

GuÜi. She knowa me not ! 

Ina. Wc'l! wcd 
As never lovers did. "We'!! have our miptials 
Of a new fashion. Who'd be bid to them 
Let him bring tears with bim, he's welcome — such 
As gush witli sobs ! We'll have no smiles at them ! 
The meaucst churl gets handfula when he weds .' 
Nor songs ! such rainstrelay a beggar biiys 
For thauks ! No, glve us shrieks ! and laughter ! but 
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Sucli laugliter as it withcrs joy to hear ! 
As breakütli from the Leavt of madness ! aa 
Rcsounds froin lips that wish their owners dead ! 

Gtit/i. What mean those words, my cliild ? 

/m niwedbimaa 
Ne'cr wedded maid, to let him neyer from 
My side ; but dwell in such entrancement witli him, 
The day for us may go without his sun. 
And night without her cloud ! AU conTerse cease, 
Of tongiie or eye ; that not ourselves shall break 
The silence sweet of our deep ecstaey. 

Guth. Pcrception's all within ; without is none. 
Passion hath drunk up sense ! I feel a touch 
Of her cundition wliile I look upon her — - 
Go mad ! You hnd a daughter yestcrday — 
Brag of her now. Point to her cLeek, and aak 
If ever grew such srailea as blossem tbere ! 
And bid the ear that listens to her, note 
The sweetness that itfeastson! [_Musk.2 Hark! thou'rt 

"What ! not go through the task thou hast begun 
So bravely ? Slay tliy child, and finish it ! 

^Rushes out. 
Ina. [Alone."^ They'd thwart amaid inherfirst Jovc, 
they would ? 
They think it easy, but they'U find it hard ! 
"When first they said I sliould hecome a bride, 
Wonderiug how I would deck me, I ran through 
The ranks of fairest flowets to pick me ono 
To set it in my bosom, and I reniember 
It was a rose I pitch'd on — ihere's the rose ! 

[Draws a dagger, and retums it to her bosom. 

\_Mwsk.2 
The riteg begin, — I will ateal after them. 
And watch the time ! I'm Coming to thee, Oswith ! 
I'U sliow thce how a. Dauish niaid oan love ! \_Goes out. 
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SCENE II.— Selteood Forest, 
Enter Oddune und Oswald, meeting. 

Od. No sign of Alfred ? 

Oste. None ! Our soouts have all 
Hetura'd, dishearten'd wiih tlieir fruitless aearch. 

Od. "Where can he linger — witli so fair a welcome 
Impatient waiting him, aa he would meet 
From yonder gallant banda ? The apirits now 
That bear their cresta so high, from his delay 
To lead them on to action, will anon 
Begin to droop — perchance may quite suhside ! 

Osw. How many do we muster ? 

Od. Bythelast 
ßetum, six thousand men. 

Oste. Tlie lield shows fair ! 

Od. Fair cause — fair field ! Who'd e'er expect so 

To See the avmour bumish'd up again 
They cast aside for good ! A pity 'twere 
What shows such thrift should not he tum'd to use, 
But, bootlesa, thrown away ! They will not fight 
UqIcss the king commands them ! 

Oaie, See, my lord, 
What movement's that ? 

Od. Here's one will teil us. 

Edff. \^enterinff.'2 Be 
Prepared, my lord. The eoldiers clamour for 
The king, and doubts are apreading through the ranks; 
You huinour them — he will not come to lead them. 
Their chiefs conduct them hither, from your own lips 
Aasurance to receive, and fair encouragement. 

Eitler EoBBBT, Ke.nbicb, Abthub, Chi^, and Soldiers. 
Eg. Now Kenrick, spcak ! Say what tbe soldiers 

Od. Well, gallant friends ! ia England to be free ? 
Shall we change placea with our comiucTors, 
Or still endiire the yoke ? 

Ken. We want the king ! 
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Let liim appear, we cannot meet tlie foe 
Too soon ! 

Od. Aä aurely sliall you aee hini, aa 
You long to aee the foe ! 

Ken. But wlien, my lord ? 
'Tis that we'd know ! When waa the king the last 
Upon the field t Haa he not ever, on 
The eve of battie, earlier than his chiefa, 
Bccn out ; with looka of ardour heartening ua ? — ■ 
Onr moming sun, that nevet clouded rose — 
Enduing na with life and vigour new ! 
At most we inuster bare aix thousand men 
To meet the Danish hoat ! The king among ua 
"Would make our numhera treble '. Show ua the king. 
The only waving of his plume in battle 
Were worth a iiundred epeara in hands as bold 
Aa ever brandish'd weapon ! 

Od. What, and Sf 
Indeed he aliould not coiae E Ought you to feel 
Your tyrant'a feet upon your nccks the leaa? 
Your king is present in hia cauae ! Be that 
Your hing ! [Alp. enters, etill disguised. 

WhoeTor leada you, meet the Dane ! 
I apeak not, iHends, becauae I'ni next in plaee ! 
I care not for myaelf ! Point out my poat ; 
The van, the rear ; I'll he content to take 
My stand beside the man of meaneat note 
Among you ! Make yon minatret without beim 
Or sword your leader, I will follow iiim ! 
So that I figbt, I care not in what rank ! 
Let him who makes the ahsence of hia king, 
Plea to deaert his country and hia king, 
Fall off! So Heaven sustain me in the cause, 
Although our Aifred'a preaence now would add 
Ten other richer Uvea to mine ; yet say 
He should not come, this faithful sword I draw 
I will not sheathe tili it haa Struck a b!ow 
For liberty ! 

Eg. I second you, hrave Oddune. 

Osw. And ao do I ! 

Od. And 30 will evory man, 
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TTnlesa there be among the people one 
Tliat does not love iiis kiag ! 

Km. No, Oddune, no ! 
Tlie people live but for their king ! 

Alf. [discoveriwff himself.'} The kirg 
Lives oÄy for his people ! Oli, my people ! 
You aro the drops of blood that inakc your king ! 
And do I See you once again in arms ! 

\_Bursts intotears. Tko diiefs aiid general saldiere 
seem affeeted. 
friends ! Why draw your handa across your eyes, 
If mine shoiild be aahamed of what tliey do ? 
"We've met again, my friends ! Who is the foe 
Shall snnder us again ? O England ! England ! 
Too fair — too richiy gifted not to tenipt 
The Spoiler — well that thou hast sons too true 
To leave thee to his ravine ! Thou'it be free 
Till thou avt chiJdless ! Think not, gallant friends. 
An liour I're aquander'd that was due to you.. 
And to our common country ! I have aeen 
Tlie Danish camp '. 

Od. Their camp, my liege ! 

Alf. Have stood 
In Guthrum'a very presence ! That disguise 
Will teil thee how. They'd fall an easy prey 
To half onr numbcra ! Frienda ! a royal stake 
I've Liid npon j'uur heads that you will win 

Od. Wjiat stake, my liege ? 

Alf, Your prince and qiieen ! 
Tliey're in t!ie spoiler'a power, I might, indeed, 
Have ranaom'd them, but what he ask'd your king 
could not afford to pay. 

Od. "What was't, my liege ? 

Alf My pcopk-, Oddune. 

Ep. In the apoiler's power 
Our prince and queen ! "What wait we for ? 

Od. For nothing 
Bnt the king's word to move upon the foe ! 

Alf. Upon him, tlien ! Xow think you on the 
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Yüu most do love ! Husbands and fatliers on 

Tlieir wivea and cliildrcn — ^lo¥ersiipon their mistrcsses— 

And ail npon tlieir country ! "Wlien you uae 

Yonr weapons, tliink tjn tlie beaeecliing eyes 

To whct them could have lent you tears for water. 

Oll, now be meo or never ! From your heartha 

Thrust the unbidden feet, that from their nooks 

Your agcd fathera drove — your wives and babca ! 

The couches your fair-lianded daughters used 

To spread, let not the vaunting stranger press, 

Weary from spoiling you ! Your roofa that hear 

The wanton not of tlie intruding guest 

That moeka their maatera— ciear them for the sake 

Of the manliood, to whicli all that's precious clings 

Else perishes. Tlie land that bore you — oh ! 

Do honour to hei ! Let her glory in 

Your breeding ; — rcscue her — revenge her, or 

Ne'er call her niother more ! Come on, my frienda ! 

And where you take your stand upon the ficid, 

Tlience, howsoever you advancc, resolve 

A foot you'll ne'er recede, while from the tonguea 

Of womanliood and cltildhood, helpleasneas 

Invokea you to be atrong ! Come on ! Como on ! 

l'll bring you to the foc ! And when you meet him, 

Strike hard ! Strike home ! Strike whilo a h!ow 

Is in an arm ! Strike tili you're free, or fall ! 

[JThey go out. 



SCENE III.— J Wood. 



The Statue of Odin in the eentre ; before ü ai 
for aaerifice. Enter procession of saerißce, 
Order: — Danish Chief, wUh a hody of Danish Saldier i ; 
a body of Danish Chiefs, and Amukd, Edric, and Güth- 
rum; a body öf Danish Priesis ; AssistanU with torches ; 
Boys carrying censers ; rnie Boy with a cushiort, on which 
the knife of sacrißce is laid; Chief Priest of Odin; 
Oswiiu ; o body of Danish So/diers. The procesHori 
marches to the folloieing diurv-s: — 
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Prepare the faggot — light the brand — 

The victim's reaJy for the God ! 
The knife is bare in the aacred hand, 
That oü the altar pours the blood I 
Prepare— p repare — prepare — 
Great Odin's ritcs 
Tho mortui ivho BÜghfs, 
Bis roof sliall blaze in peaee— Ms spear sliall break in war ! 

Guth. Saxon ! Tliou hast of life a moment yet 
At thy commaod — use it for üfe — for love — 
For liberty! Bufc aay the word, at once 
The weapon, ready for Üiy blood, is aheath'd, 
Unatain'd and harmleas ! 
Os. I'in prepared to die ! 
Priest. Sajcou ! 
Os. Icomc! 
PrUst. Come '. Bare bis breast ! Odin, receive thy 

victim ! 
Ina [ruskinff iwj. Oawith, I wed thee thus ! 

[_SAe ü on thepoint ofpluwjing the dagger into her 
keart; Os, bursts fromthe Priest and arrests 
her arm. 
Os. Hold, Ina, hold ! 
Thou sbalt not die witb Oswith ! 

Guth, Oswith, live ! 
Although tbe God himself demanded bim. 
He ahall not dio wbo saves niy Ina's life ! 

Priest. Tlie aervants of the God protect bis rights ! 
Danish Soldieri \rtishing in\. Tlie Sason'a in the 

camp, and down upon us ! 
Alf. [wühout.'^ Press ou — press on — tbe first tliat 
comes to blows 
la the king's 'aqnire ! Press on ! 

{Tke Danes ß-ofit the »tage on irhick the -Säeow» 
are eoming, izho enter, headed hg Alf. Danes 
are driimi off ; Alf. and Gvtu. enpage ; Gütii. 



Alf. Guthnim, live 
The friend of Alfred ! Serve tbe God he scrves ! 
To wcar a crown thou need'st not fight für one. 
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Except to keep it. Fair Nortliumbria 
KHceivea thee for lier King — my quccn and son ! 

[Od. leads on Els. and Etu. 

Enter Egbert and Edhic, guarded. 

Alf. Who'ahe? 

Eff. A traitor to our cause, my lorA — 
Wliose sword has made more liavoc 'mongst our people, 
Tlian any ten of yout foes ! Hia liand, accurst ! 
It was that fired tlie hold where slcpt your queen 
And son. 

Ken. and otkerg. Despatch him ! 

Alf. Hold ! This victory 
I will perpetuate by such an act 
Ab shall from future kings reuiove the power 
To make theit public functions pander to 
Tbeir private gust, Select twelve men, his peei's, 
And swearing them upon the book of God, 
As they shall answer at His judgment day, 
To try tbeir prisoner fairly. Lot tbe charge 
Be brougbt before them ; and as they decide, 
Be finally bis innocence or guilt 
Establisb'd. Henco! Hereby shall private right, 
Which, guarded, fortifieth, more than arms, 
The conservator of the public weal, 
Be sacred even from the aceptre'a touch ! 
Thus to a people faithful to tbeir king, 
A faithful king an Institution givea 
That makes the lowly cottage lofty as 
The regal dorne — holds justice paramount 
Of all — before her throne the peasant and 
The king himself on equal footing brings ! 
A gift whicb you'U proserve for ever whole ! 
From wbieh, as from your blood, pollution keep ! 
Which, if you're asked to reuder back, by all 
You owe yourselvea, your country, and the throne, 
You'll answer no ! Which, when you'd iiame, you'U 
Trial by Jury! [call 

Gutk. Great tho victory 
That kings gain o'er themselves. Biest are the beada 
That bow to away like thine ! 
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Alf. My couctrymen ! 
Sons of the sea — henceforth her reatlesa piain 
Öhall be your battle-field ! There shall you meot 
The tbreat'uing storm of war ! There ahall it burst, 
Ita rage unfelt at homc — ite diu unheard ! 
You've foQght like Engknd's true-bom sons, to-day ! 
You've taught a lesson to her gons to come ! 
By your example fired, sliould e'er a foe 
In after timea invade her envied shores. 
Her sons, of all descriptions and degrees, 
To STiccour her sliall grapple soul and hand, 
Rainpart her throne with living walls of hearts, 
And teach the fei! invader that the deep 
Knihracod her, never to betray her glory ! 
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Sir Thomas Clifford. 
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Fathom . . 
Thomas . . 
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fVilliams . 
Simpson 
Walter . . 
Holdwell . 
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THE HUNCHBACK. 



ACT I. 
SCENE l.~A r<Hwr«. 



Oll. one side Sib Thomas Cwffokb, at a fahle, with ntine 
before Mm; ort the other Mastub Wilfobd, Gavi.ovk, 
HoLDWELL, and Simpson, likewise taking tiine. 

Wilf. Your wine, sirs ; yoar wine ! you do not 
jasticeto min e host of the Three Tuna, nor credit to 
yourselvea ; I ewear the beverage is good ! It is as 
pa]atable poiaon as you will purchase within a müe 
round Ludgate ! Drink, gentlemen ; make free. You 
know I am a man of expeotations ; and hold mj money 
as light as the purae in which I carry it. 

Gatf. We drink, Master Wilford ; not a man of us 
has been chased as yet. 

Wilf. But you flu not fairly, sirs ! Loofc at my 
measure ! Wlierefore a large glass, if not for a larjre 
draugbt ? Fill, I pray you, eise let us drink out of 
thimblea. This will ne¥cr do for the friends of the 
nearest of kin to the wealthiest peer in Britain. 

Gay. We give you joy, Master Wilford, of the 
prospect of advancement which bas ao unespectediy 
opened to you. 

Wilf. Unexpectedly indeed ! But yesterday arrived 
the news that the Earl'a only son and heir had died ! 
and to-day has the Earl himaelf been seized with a 
mortal illness. — His disSolution is looked for hourly : 
and I, his cousin in only the third degree, known tu 
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him but in he unnoticpd by liim — a decayed gentlemati's 
sim — glad of the title aiid rcvenues of a scrivener'? 
clerk, — am tbe undoubted successor to his estatcs and 
Coronet. 

Ga^. Hare j'oii been sert for ? 

Wilf. No; but I bave certified to his agent, Master 
"Walter, the Huncliback, uiy existence, and peeuliar 
propinquity ; and «lomentarily expect him bere. 

Gay, Livea there any one that may diapiitK yoar 
claiiii, — I mean vexatiously? 

Wilf. Not a man, Master Gaylovc. I am tbe so!e 
remaining brancb of the family tree. 

Gat/. Doubtlesa you look. for mucb happiness from 
this Charge <if fortime ? 

mi/. A World ! Tbree tbings bave I an especlal 
passion für. The finest bound, tlio finest liorse, and 
the finest wife in tbe kingdom, Master Gaylove. 

6«^, The finest wife ! 

Wilf. Yea, air : I marry. Once tho Earldom comes 
into ray line, I shall takc measures to perpetiiate its 
retnaining there. I marry, sir ! I do not say that I 
shall love. My heart bas changed riiiatressea too often 
to settle down in one servitnde now, sir, Biit fill, I 
pray you, friends. This, if I mistake not, is tbe day 
whence I shall date my new fortunes ; and, for that 
reason, hitber bave I invited you, that having been so 
long my boon compaaiona, you sliall be tbe first to 
congratuiatc me. 

Enter Walter. 

Walter. You are wanted, Master "Wilford. 

WÜf. By wbom ? 

WaiUr. One Master Walter. 

Wilf. His Lordsbip's agent ! Nows, sirs ! Show 
bim in ! [jWaiter^öM out. 

My beart's a prophet, sirs. — The Earl is dead. 

Enter Master Waltee, 
Well, Jlaster "Walter. How accost yo\t mo ? 

Wal. As your impatience showa me you would bave 

My lord, the Earl of Kocbdalc ! 
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Gay. Glveyoü joy! 

Hold. All happiaess, my lord ! 

Simp. Longlife and health unto your lordship ! 

Gay. Come ! 
We'U drink to bis lordship's heaUh ! 'Tia two o'clock, 
We'U e'en carouse tili midnighi! Health, my lord ! 

Hold. My lord, mucli joy to you ! 

Simp. All good to your lordship ! 

fVal. Givo something to the dead ! 

Gay. Give what? 

Wal. ßespect'. 
He has made tlie living ! First to him that'a gone, 
Say " Peace,"— and then with decency to revela. 

Gay. What meaiis the knave by revels? 

Wal. Knave? 

Gay. Ay, knave ! 

Wal. Go to ! Thou'rt flushcd with wine ! 

Gay. Thou sayest false ! 
Though didst thou need a proof thou speakest triic, 
l'd give thee one. Thou seest but one lord here, 
Aod I See two ! 

Wal. Rcflect'st thou ou my shape ? 
Thou art a villain ! 

Gay. \jlartiit^ up.^ Ha ! 

Wal. A coward, too ! 
Draw. ^Dratemff kü sword.'] 

Gay. Only mark him ! how he struts about ! 
How laugha his straight sword at bis noble back. 

Wal. Daea it ? It cuffs thee for a liar then ! 

l^Slrikes Gay. vrük hü simrd. 

Gay. A b!ow ! 

Wal. Änother, teat you doubt the firat ! 

Gay. Hia blood ou bis own head ! I'm foryou, sir ! 

CUf. Hold, ab- ! TliIs quarrel's mine ! 

^Coming forward and dratcivff. 

Wal. No man sball fight for me, wr ! 

Cli/. By your leave. 
Your patience, pray ! My lord, for so I kam 
Eehovea me to accost you — for your own sake 
Draw off your friond ! 
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fVal. Not tili we liave a bout, sir ! 

Clif. My lord, your happy fortune ill you greet ! 
m greet it those' who love you — greeting thus 
The herald of it ! 

Wal. Sir, wliat's tliat to you ? 
Let go my sleevo ! 

Clif. My lord, if blood be slied 
On the fair dawn of your prosperity, 
Look not to See the briglitneas of its day. 
'Twili be o'crcaet throaghout ! 

Gai/. My lord, I'm Struck ! 

Cl^. You gave the first b!ow, and the hardest one ! 
Look, sir ; if swords you needs muat naeasure, I'm 
Your mate, not he. 

Wal. I'm mate for any man, 

Clif. Draw off your friend, my lord, for your owu 

Wilf. Como, Gaylove ! iet'a have another room. 

Guy. With all my heart, since 'tis your lordship's will. 

Wil. That's right ! Put up ! Come, friends ! 

[^WiLF, and Friends go out. 

Wal. I'U folEow him ! 
Why do you hold me ? 'Tis not courteous of yo« ! 
Think'st thou I fear thera ? Fear ! I rate them but 
A3 dust ! drosa ! offals ! Lct me at them ! — Nay, 
Call you this kind ? then kindness know I not ; 
Nor do I tliank you for't ! Let go, I aay ! 

Clif. Nay, Master Walter, they're not worth your 

Wal. IIow know you me for Master Walter ? By 
My huncbback, eh! — my stilta of legsand arms, 
The faahion more of ape's than man'a ? Aha ! 
So you have heard tliem too — their savage gibes 
As I pass on, — " There goes my lord !" alia ! 
God made me, sir, as well as them and you. 
'Sdeath ! I demand of you, unhand me, sir ! 

Clif. There, air, you'ro free to follow them 1 Go 
forth. 
And I'Il go too : so on yo«r wilfulness 
Shall fall whate'er of evil may ensue, 
Is't fit you Waste your choler on a burr ? 
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The nothings of the town ; whose sport it is 
To break their villain jeats on worthy tnen, 
The graver atil! tlio fitter ! Fie for ahame ! 
Regard what such would say ? So would not I, 
No more than heed a cur. 

Wal. You're right, sir ; right. 
For twenty crowna ! So there'a my rapier «p ! 
You've done me a, good turn against my will ; 
Whioh, like a wayward chÜd, whose pet is off, 
That made him rcstive under wholesomo check, 
I now right humbly own, and thank you for. 

Clif. No thanks, good Master Walter, owe you me ! 
Fm glad to know you, sir, 

Wal. l pray you, now, 
How did you learn my narae ? Gueaa'd I not right ? 
Was't not my comely hunch that tauglit it you ? 

Clif. r own it. 

Wal. Right, I know it ; you teil tnith. 
I like you for 't. 

Clif. But when I heard it said 
That Master Walter was a worthy man, 
Whose word would pass on 'chaiige soon as his bond ; 
A liberal man — for schemea of public good 
That sets down tena, wLere others units write j 
A charitablo man — thc good lie does, 
That's told of, not thc half: I never more 
Could see the hunch on Master Walters back. 

Wal. You would not flatter a poor Citizen ? 

Clif. Indeed, I fiatter not ! 

Wal, I like your face : 
A frank and honest oao ! Your frame's well knit, 
Pröportioned, shaped ! 

Clif. Good sir! 

Wal. Your name is Cliffotd— 
Sir Thomas Clifford. Humph ! You're not the heir 
Direct to the fair baronetcy ? He 
That was, was drown'd abroad. Am I not right ? 
Your Cousin, was 't not ? So, succeeded you 
To rank and wealth, your birth ne'er promised you. 

Clif. I see you know my history- 

Wal. I do. 
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Yoii're luoky wlio corjoin the benefits 

Of peniiry and abundance ; for I know 

Youc fatlier was a man of slcndcr meana. 

You do not blusb, I see. Tbat's right ! Wliy sbould 

you? 
AVhat niürit to be dropp'd oii fortune's hill ? 
The honouT is to mount it. You'd bave done it ; 
For you were traiii'd to knowledge, induBtry, 
Fragality, and honesty, — tbe sinewa 
Tbat surest lielp the climber to the top. 
And keep bim there. I have a clerk, Sir Tbomas, 
Once served your fathei ; tbere'a tbe riddle for yoii. 
Hnmpb ! I may thank you for my life to-day. 

Clif. I pray you say not so. 

Wal. But I will say so ! 
Becaitse I tbink so, know so, feel so, sir ! 
Your fortune, I bavo beard, I tbink, is aniplc ; 
And doubtless you live up to't ? 

Clif. Twaa my rule, 
And is so stÜl, to kecp my outlay, sir, 
A span within my means. 

JVal. A prudent ruk. 
The turf is a seductive pastime ! 

Clif. Yes. 

Wal. You keep a racing stud ? You bet ? 

Clif. No, iieitber. 
'Twaa still my fatber b precept — " Better owe 
A yard of land to labour, tban to cbance 
Be debtor for a rood !" 

fVal. 'Twas a viisc preeept. 
You've a f^r house — you'U get a mistress for it ? 

Clif. In tiniD ! 

ffal. In time ! 'Tis time thy cboice were made. 
Is't not so yet ? Or is tby lady love 
Tbe newest still tbou see'at ? 

Clif. Nay, not so. 
I'd marrj-, Master Walter, but old uso — 
For since the age of thirteen, I have lived 
In the World — has mado mo jealous of the thing 
That flatter'd me with Lope of profit. Bargaina 
Änotber would snap up, raight be for me 
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Till I had turn'd and turn'd tliem ! Speoiiiations, 

Thiit promised twenty, thirty, forty, fifty, 

A)', ceiit. per cent. returns, I would not launch in, 

Wiien others were afloat, and out at aea ! 

Whereby I made small gains, Imt miss'd great losses ; 

Ab ever tlien I look'd before I leap'd, 

So do I now. 

IVal. Thou'rt all the better for it ! 
Lut's See ! Hand free — beart wbole — well favour'd — so ! 
Eich, titled ! Let that pass ! — kind, valiant, prudent — 
Sir Tiiomas, I can lielp thoe to a wife, 
Hast thoii tbe luck to win her ? 

Clif. Jlaster Walter ! 
You jest ! 

Wal. I do not jest. — I lifce you ! mark— 
I like you, and I like not every one ! 
I say a wife, sir, can I belp you to, 
Tbe pearly texture of wliose dainty skin 
Alone were wortli thy baronetcy ! Form 
And feature has slie, wherein movo and glow 
The charms that in the marble cold and still 
Cull'd by tbe sculptor'a jealoua skill and join d tbere, 
Inspire ua ! Sir, a maid, befure wbose feet 
A duke — a duke might lay bis Coronet, 
To lift her to bis statc, and partner her ! 
A fresb heart too ! A young fresli heart, sir ; one 
That Cupid has not toy'd with, and a warm one. 
Freah, young, and warm ! mark that ! a mind to boot 
"Wit, sir ; Sense, laste ; — a garden etrictly tended — 
Wliere nought hut what is costly flouriaheB, 
A consort for a king, sir ! Thou slialt See her. 

Clif. I Üiank ytiu, Master Walter ! As you speak, 
Metliinks I see me at the altar foot. 
Her hitnd fast lock'd in mine — the ring put on. 
My wedding-bell ringa merry in my ear ; 
And round me tiirong glad tongues tbat give me joy 
To be tlie bridegroom of so fair a bride ! 

»Fa?. Wliat l sparks so thick ? We'll have a blazu 

Servant {^enferity.'] The cbariot'a at the door 
Wal. It waits in time ! 



db,Google 



326 THE HTTKCHBACK, 

Sir Thomas, it shall bear thee to the bower 
Where dwells this fiiir, for she's no city belle, 
But e'en a sylvan goddess. 

Clif. Have with you. 

Wal. You'U bless the day you served the Hunchback, 
sir! {Tkeygoout. 



SCENE 11.—^ Garden Ufore a Country House. 
Enter Julia and Helek. 

Helm. I like not, Julia, this your cüuntry life. 
I'ni weary on't ! 

Julia. Indeed ? 80 am not I ! 
I know HO other ; would no other know. 

Helen. You would no other know ! Would you not 

Anotber relative ? — another friend — 

Another house — another an y [hing, 

Beoause the ones you have already please you ? 

That's poor content ! "Would you not be more rieb, 

More wiae, more fair ? The song that last you leam'd 

You fancy well; and therefore shall you learn 

No other song ? Your virginal, 'tis tnie, 

Hath a aweet tone ; but does it follow thencc, 

You shall not have another virginal ? 

You may, love, and a sweeter one ; and so 

A sweeter life may find, than this you lead I 

Julia. I aeek it not. Helen, I'm constancy ! 

Helen. So is a cat, a dog, a silly hen, 
An owl, a bat, — where they are wont to lodge 
That still sojoum, nor care to shift their quarters. 
Thou'rt constancy ? I am glad I know thy name ! 
Tbe Spider comes of the same family, 
That in bis meshy forttess spenda bis life, 
Unlesa yon pull it down and scare him from it. 
And so thou'rt constancy ? Art proud of that ? 
ril Warrant thee I'U match theo with a snail 
From ycar to year that never leavea hia house ! 
Such constancy forsooth '. — A constant grub 
That houses cver in the self-sanie nut 
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"Wliere Iie waB born, tili Hunger drivea hini out, 
Or plunder breaketh tbrough hia Castle wall ! 
And so, in very deed, thou'rt constancy ! 

Julia. Helen, yoa know the adage of the tree ; — 
Fve ta'en the bend, This rural life of mine, 
Enjoin'd me by an unknown father's will, 
I'vG led from infaitcy. Debarr'd from hope 
Of ehange, I ne'er bave eigh'd for cbange. The town 
To me was like the moon, for any thougbt 
I e'er ahould visit it — nor was I school'd 
To thlak it half so f^ ! 

Helm. Not half so fair ! 
The towu's the sun, and thou hast dwelt in night 
E'er since thy birth, not to ha,ve seen the town ! 
Their women there are queens, and kinga their men ; 
Their houses palaces ! 

Julia. And what of that ? 
Have your town palacea a hall like this ? 
Couchea so fragrant ? walls so high adorn'd ? 
Casements with such festoons, such prospects, Helen, 
Aa these fair viatas have ? Your kings and queens ! 
See me a May-day queen, and ta!k of them ! 

Helen. Extremes are ever neighbours. 'Tis a step 
From one to the other ! Were thy constancy 
A reaaonable thing — a little less 
Of constancy — a woraan's constancy — 
1 sliould not wonder wert thou ten years henee 
The maid I know thee now ; but, as it is, 
The odda are ten to one, that this day year 
"Will see our May-day queen a city one. 

Julia. Never ! I'm wedded to a country life : 
0, did you hear what Maater Walter says ! 
Nine timea in ten, the town'a a boUow tliing, 
"Where what thinga are is nought to what they ahow ; 
Where merit'a name laughs merit'a seif to seom ! 
Wlrere friendship and eateem, that ought to be 
Tlie tenants of men's hearts, lodge in their looks 
And tongues alone. Where little virtue, with 
A costly keeper, passes for a beap ; 
A beap for nono that has a homely one ! 
Where fasbion makes the law — your umpire wliich 
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You bow to, whetlier it has brains or not. 
■Where Folly taketh off his cap and bells, 
To clap on Wlsdoni, which must bear tlie jest ! 
Where to pass current you must seem tbe thing, 
The passive thing, that others think ; and not 
Yoiir simple, honost, independent seif! 

HeUn. Ay : so aaya Master Walter. See I not 
What can you find in Master Walter, Julia, 
To be so fiind of him ! 

Julia. Ho's fond of me. 
IVe known him since I was a child. E'en then 
The week I thought a weary, heavy one, 
Tliat brougbt not Maater Walter. I liad those 
About me then that niade a fool of me, 
As children oft are foord ; but more I loved 
Good Master Walter's lesson than the play 
With which thcy'd aurfeit me. As I grew up, 
More freijuent Master Walter came, and more 
I loved to aee him. I had tutora then, 
Men of great skill and Icaming — but not one 
That taaght like Maater Walter. What they'd show me. 
And I, du!l aa I was, tut douhtful saw, — 
A Word from Master Walter raade as clear 
Äs daylight ! When my sohooling days were o'er — 
That'a now good three years paat — tliree years — I vow 
I'm twenty, Helen ! — well, aa I was saying, 
When I had done with school, and all were gone, 
Still Master Walter came ! and still he comea, 
Summer or winter — frost or rain, I've seen 
The snow upon a level with the hedge, 
Yet there was Master Walter ! 

Helen. W!io comes here 1 
A carriage, and a gay one, — who alights ? 
Pahaw ! Only Master Walter ! What see you, 
Which tbus ropaira the arch of the fair brow, 
A frown waa like to spoil ? — A gentleman ! 
One of our town. kinga. Mark — liow say you now ? 
Wouldat he a town queen, Julia ? Which of us, 
I wonder, comes he for ? 

Julia. For neither of ua ; 
He's Master Walter's clerk, most like. 
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Helen. Most like ! 
Mark him as he comea iip tlie avenue ; 
So louks a clerk ! A clerk lias such a gait ! 
So doea a clerk dreaa, Julia^ — mind hie hose — 
Thcy're very liko 3 clerk's ! a diamond loop 
And biitton, rote you, for his clerkship's hat, — 
O, eertainly a ülork ! A velvet cloak, 
Jerliin of silk, and doublet of the same, — 
For all tlie world a clerk ! See, Julia, see, 
How Master Walter bows, and yields him place, 
That he may first go in, — a very clerk ! 
I'Il leam of thee, love, when I'd know a clerk. 

Julia. I wonder wlio ho is. 

Helm. Wouldst like to know ? 
Wouldst, for a fancy, ridc to town with him ? 
I propliesy he comcs to takc thee thitlier. 

Jiäia. He ne'er takes me to towu. No, Helen, m 
To town who will, a country life for me ! 

Helm. We'IUee. 

Enter FArnoai. 

Fatk. You're wanted, madam. 

Julia ^emharrasaedl^. Which of us ? 

Faih. You, tnadam. 

Helen. Julia ! what's the matter ? Nay, 
Mount not the rose so aoon. He must not see it 
A nionÜi hence. 'Tis love's flower, which oncc s 

The maid is all his own, 

Julia. Go to ! 

Helm. Be aure 
He comes to woo thee ! He will beav tliee hcnce ; 
He'll make theo cliange the country for the town. 

Julia. I'm constancy, Name he the town to me, 
l'll teil him what I tliink on't ! 

Helen. Theo you gueaa 
He comes a wooing ? 

Julia. I guess rought. 

Helen. You do ! 
At your grave words, yoiir lips, more honest, smile. 
And show them to be traitora. Hie to bim. 
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Julia, Hie thee to sobcmess. IGoes out. 

Hekn. Äy, will I, whoii, 
Thy bridemaid, I shall hie to church with thee. 
Well, Fathom, who is come ? 

IFaih. I know not. 

Helen. What ! 
Didst thou not hear his name ? 

Fath. I did. 

Helen. What is't ? 

Fath. I noted not. 

Helen. What hast thou ears for, then ? 

Fath. What good were it for me to mind his name ? 
I do but what I must do, To do that 
Is labour quite enougli ! 

Wal. [without.'^ What, Fathom ! 

Faih. Here. 

Wal. ^entering^ Here, sirrah! Wherefore didst 
not come to me ? 

Fath. You did not bid me come. 

Wal. I call'd thee. 

Faik. Yes, 
And I aaid, " Here ;" and waited then to know 
Tour worahip'a will with me. 

Wal. We go to town. 
Thy miatreas, thou, and all the house. 

Fath. Well, air? 

Wai. Mak'at thou not ready theu to go to town ? 
Hence, knave, despatch ! [^Fathom goe» out. 

Helen. Go we to town ? 

Wal. Wodo; 
'Tis now her fathor'a will ahe sees the town. 

Hekn. I"m glad on't. Goea ehe to her father ? 

Wal. No: 
At the desire of thine, ahe for a term 
Shares roof with thee. 

Helen. I'm very glad on't. 

Wal. Wliat! 
You like her then ? I thougbt you would. 'Tis time 
She aees the town. 

Helen. It has been time for that 
These six years. 
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Wal. By thy wisdom's count. No doubt 
YouVe told her what a precious place it is. 

Helm. I bave. 

Wal. I even guesa'd as much. For that 
I told tlice of her ; bronght thee here to see her ; 
And pray'd thee to aojourn a apaco with her ; 
That its fair space from thy too fair report, 
Might strike a noviee less, — so less deceive her. 
I did not put thee under check. 

Helen, 'Twaa riglit, — 
Else had I broken loose, and run the wilder ! 
So knows she not her fiither yet : that's stränge, 
I prithee liow does mine ? 

Wal. Well— TeryweU. 
Newa for thee. 

Helm. What? 

Wal. Thy couain ia in town. 

Helen. My cousin Modus ? 

Wal, Much do I auspcct 
That cousin'a nearer to thy heart than blood, 

Helm. Pshaw ! Wed me to a musty library ! 
Love him who nothing loYes but Greek and Latin ! 
But, Maater Walter, you forget the niain 
Surpassing point of all ! Who'a come with yon ? 

Wal. Ay, that's the question ! 

Helm. Is he soldier or 
Civilian ? lord or gentleman ? He'a rieh, 
If that's hia chariot ! Where is hia estate ? 
What brings it in ? Six thousand pounda a year ? 
Twelve thousand, may be ! Is he bacbelor, 
Or huaband ? Bachelor I'm sure he ia ! 
Comes he not hither wooiug, Master Walter ? 
Nay, prithee, answer me ! 

Wal. Who aays thy aex 
Are curious ? That the/re patient, I'U be swom ; 
And reasonable — very reasonahle — 
To look for twenty answers in a breath ! 
Come, tbou shalt bo enlightened— but propound 
Thy questions one by one ! Thou'rt far too apt 
A Scholar ! My ability to teach 
Will ne'er keep pace, I fear, with thino to leam. 
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SCENE III, — An Apartment in the Hoim. 
Enter Julia, followed by Clifpord. 

Julia. No more ! I pray you, sir, no more ! 

Ciif. I lovG you. 

Julia. You mock me, sir ! 

Clif. Theo is there no auch thing 
On earth as reverence. Honour filia!, the fear 
Of kings, the awe of supremo heaven itaelf, 
Are üniy shows and sounds that stand for nothing. 
I love you ! 

Julia. You have known. me scarce a minute, 

Clif. Say but a moment, still I say I love you. 
Love's not a flower tliat grows on tlie dul! earth ; 
Springs by the calendar ; must wait for sun — 
For rain ; — matures by parts, — must take its time 
To stein, to leaf, to bud, to blow. It owns 
A richer seil, and boasts a quicker seed ! 
You look for it, and eee it not ; and lo ! 
E'en while you look, the peerleas flomer is np, 
Conaummate in the birth ! 

Julia. Is't fear I feel ? 
Why eise should beat niy heart ? It can't be fear ! 
Something I needs must say. You're from the town 
liow comes it, sir, jou seek a country wife ? 
Methinks 'twill tas Jiia wit to answer that. 

Clif. In joining contrasta lieth love's delight. 
Complexion, stature, nature, mateth it, 
Not with tlieir kinds, bnt with their oppositea. 
Hence hands of snow in palma of ruaaet lie ; 
The form of Ilerculea affects the sylph's ; 
And breasts tliat case the lion's fear-proof heart 
Find their loved lodge in arni'i where tremors dwell ! 
Haply for this, on Afric's swarthy aeek, 
Hath Europe's priceleas pear! been seen to hang, 
That makes the orient poor ! So with degrees. 
Rank passes by tho circlet-graced brow, 
lipon the forehead bare of notelesaness 
To print the nuptial kias. As with degreea 
So ia't with habits ; tberefore I, indecd 
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A gallant of tlie town, tlie town forsake, 
To win a country wife. 

Julia. Hia prompt reply 
My backwaFd challenge »liames ! Muat I give o 
I'U try his wit again. Who marries ine 
Must lead a country life. 

CUf. The life I'd lead ! 
But foola would fly from it ; for I 'tis sweet ! 
It fiiida the heart out, be there one to find ; 
And comere in't where störe of pleaaures lodge, 
We never dreamed wore there ! It is to dwell 
'Mid smiies that are not neighboure to deceit ; 
Music whose melody ia of the heart, 
And gifta that are not made for interest, — 
Abundantly bcstow'd by nature's cheek. 
And Toice, and band ! It ia to live on life, 
And huäband it ! It is to constant scan 
The handiwork of Heaven I It ia to con 
Ita mercy, hounty, wisdom, power! It is 
To nearor see our God ! 

Julia. How like he talks 
To Master WaJter ! Sliall I give it o'er ? 
Not yet. Thou wouldst not live one half a year ! 
A quarter mightet thou for the novelty 
Of fielda and trees ; but then it neods must be 
In Summer time, vfhcn they go dreaa'd. 

Cli/. Not it ! 
In any time — aay winter ! Ficids and trees 
Have charms for me in very winter time. 

Julia. But snow may clotlie thera tlien. 

Cli/. I like them füll 
As well in snow, 

Julia. You do ? 

Clif. 1 do. 

Julia. But night 
"Will hide both snow and them, and that sets in 
Ere aftemoon is out. A heavy thing, 
A country fireside in a winters night, 
To one bred in the town, — where winter's said, 
Por aun of gaiety and sportiveness, 
"l'o beggar shming a 
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Clif. I ahould l!ke 
A country winter's night especially ! 

Julia. You'd sleep by the fite. 

Clif. Not I ; I'd tiilk to tliee. 

Julia. You'd tire of that ! 

Clif. n read to tliee. 

Julia. And that ! 

Clif. I'd talk to thee again. 

Julia. And sooner tire 
Than first you did, and fall asleep at last. 
You'd never do to lead a country life. 

Clif. You deal too harahly with me ! 

Aa loTed instructor brightena dullest wit, 
Fear not to undertake the charge of me ! 
A willing pnpil kneels to thee, and lays 
Hia title and his fortune at your feet. 
Julia. His title and his fortune ! 

EnUrMASJ 



Wal. So, Sir Thomas ! 
Aha ! you husband time ! well, was I rigbt ? 
Is't not the jewel that I told you 'twas ? 
Wouldst thou not give thine eyes to wear it ? Eh ? 
It has an owiier though, — nay, start not, — one 
That may be brought to part with't, and with whom 
l'Il stand thy friend — I will — I aay, I will ! 
A Strange man, sir, and unaccountable : 
But I can humour him — will humour hira 
For thy sake, good Sir Thomas, for I iike theo. 
Well, is't a hargain ? Come, tby band upon it, 
A Word or two with theo. 

{_ Tkey retire. Julia and Helen amie foTKord. 

Julia. Go up to town ! 

Helen. Have I not said it ten times o'er to thee ? 
But if thou likest it not, protest against it. 

Julia. Not if 'tia Master Walter's will. 

Helen. Wliatthen? 
Thou wouldst not break thyheart for Maater Walter ? 

Julia. That follows not ! 
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Helen. What follows not ? 

Julia. Tliat I 
Shoiüd break my heart, because we go to town. 

Helen. Indeed ! — O that's another matter. Wel!, 
I'd e'en advise thee then to do his will ; 
And ever after when I propliesy, 
Believe me, Julia ! 

\_Tkey retire. Master "Walter comes Jbrward. 
Enter Fathom. 

FatÄ. So pleaae you, Sir, a letter,' — a post-haate letter ! 
The bearer im horaeback, the horae in a foam— -Smoking 
like a boiler at tlie beat — bo aure a poat-haste letter ! 

fVal. Look to tlie horae and rider. 

\_Openg the letter andreads. 
Wbat's this ? A testament addrcsaed to me, 
Found in hia lordabip'a escrutoire, and tbence 
Directed to be takcn by no band 
But mino. My presenee instantly required. 

[|SrK Thomas, Julia, and Helen comeßmcard. 
Cunie, my mistressea, 

You dine in town to-day, Your father's will 
It ia, my Julia, that you see tbe world. 
And thon ahalt see it in its best attire. 
Ita gayest looke — ita richest flnery 
It shall put on for tbee, that thou may'st judge 
Betwixt it, and tlie rural life yon've lived. 
Business of niomcnt I'm butjuat advised of, 
Touching the will of my late noble master, 
The earl of Roohdale, recently deceased, 
Commands me for a time to leave tliee there. 
Sir Thomaa, band her to the cbariot. Kay, 
I teil thee tnie. We go indeed to town! 

IT/tey go out. 
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SCENEI. — ^rt Apartment in Master Ilearftcell's 

Enter Fathom and Thomas. 

Thos, Well, Fathom, ia thy miatreas u|) ? 

Fatk. She is, Master Thomas, and breakfasted. 

Thos. She Stands it well ! 'Twas five, you say, 
when she came liome ; and wants it now three quarttrs 
of an lioiir of ten ? Wait tili her stock of ooucitry 
hcalth is out. 

Falk. 'Twin come to that, Master Thomas, bcfore 
slie livea another month in town ! three, four, five, six 
o'clock aio now the houre she keeps. 'Twas uthi^rwise 
with her in the country. There, my mistresa used tu 
rise what time ehe now lies down. 

'fhos. Why, yes ; she's clianged since she caine 
hitlier. 

Fatk. Clianged, do you aay, Master Tliomaa ? 
Changed forsooth ! I know not the thing in wliich 
she is not changed, aaving that she is still a woman. I 
teil thee there is no tceping pace with her moods. In 
the country she had nonc of them. Whun I brought 
what she asked for, It was " Thank you, Fathom," and 
no more to do ; but now, nothing Contents her. Hark 
ye ! were you a genticman, Master Thomas,— for tlien 
you know you would he a different kind of mau, — 
how many times would you have your coat altered ? 

Tho). Why, Master Fathom, as many times as it 
would take to make it fit von. 

Fath, Good ! But supposing it fitted thee at the 
firet? 

Thos. Then would I have it altercd not at all. 

Falk. Good ! Thou wouldst be a reasouable gentle- 
man. Thou wouldst have a conscicnce. Now hark 
to a tale about my lady's last gown. How many 
times, think you, took I it back to tho sempstress ? 

Thos. Tlirice, may be. 
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Fath. Thrice, niay be '. Twentj- times, may be ; 
and not a tum too many fnr the trutb on't. Twenty 
times, on tlie oath of the seinp=tre-3. Ngw mark me — 
can you count ? 

Thos. After a fasliion. 

Falh. You have inuch to be thankful for, Mister 
Thomas ; you Ixindon setving-meE bave a world oF 
things, which we in tbe couiitry nevev ilream of. Now 
mark:— four times took I it back for the flounce ; 
twice for the sleevcs; tiiree for the tucker, IIuw 
many times in all is that ? 

Thos. Eight timea to a fraction, Blaster Fathom. 

Faffi. What a master of figures you are ! Eight 
timos — now reooHect tliat ! And then fonnd ahe fiult 
with the trimmings. Now teil me hoiv many times 
took I baek the gown for the ttimmitigs ? 

Thos. Eight times more, perhaps ! 

Fath. Ten timea to a certainty. How many times 
makea that ? 

Tkoi. Eigliteen, Master Fathom, by the rule of 
addition. 

Falk. And liow many times morc will make twenty ? 

T//OS. Twice, by the same nile. 

Fdth. Thou hast worked with tiiy pencil aad slate, 
Master Thomas ! Well, ten times, as I said, took I 
back the gown for the trimmings: and was she content 
after all ? I Warrant you no, er my ears did not pay 
for it. She wished, she said, that tbe alattern scmp- 
stress bad not tonched the gown, for nought bad slie 
done, but botched it. Now wbat think you had the 
sempstress done to tlie gown ? 

Thos. To surmiae that, I must he learned in tlie 
sempstress's art, 

Fath. The sempstrcss's art ! Thou hast hit it ! Oh, 
tlie sweet sempstress ! Tlie escellent seiupstresa ! 
distress of her 8cis.sor9 and needles, which are pointless 
and edgelesa to her art ! The sempstress bad done 
nothing to the gown yet raves and storms my niistresa 
atherfor baving botched it in the making and mending; 
and Orders her straiglit to make another one, which 
bome tlie sempstress brings on Tuosday la^t. 
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Tko». And foimJ thy fair mistress as maiiy faiilta 
witli tliat ? 

Fath. Not one ! Slie finds it a very patteni of a 
gown ! A well sitting flounce ! Tlie sloeves a fit — 
the tucker a fit — the trimmings her faticy to a T— ha ! 
ha! ha! and die praised the sempstress — ha! ha! ha! 
and she smües at nie, and I smile — ha! ha ! hal and 
the sempstress smiles— ha I ha ! ha ! Now why did 
the sempstress smi]e ? 

TVws. That she had siicceeded so well in her art. 

FaOi. Thou hast liit it again. The jade must have 
heen hom a sempstress. If ever I marry she shall 
work for iny wife. Tlie gown was the aame gown, 
and tliere was my mistrcss's twentieth mood ! 

Thos. What think you will Jlaster Walter say 
when he comes back ? I fear he'H hardly know his 
country maid again. Has she yet fised her wedding- 

Fath. She has, Master Thomas. I coaxed it from 
her maid. She marries, Monday week. 

Tlws, Comes not Master Walter back to-day? 

Fallt. Tour master expecta him. ^A ringinff,'\ 
Perhaps that's he. I prithee go and open the door ; 
do, Master Thomas, do ; for proves it my master, he'll 
surely question me. 

Thos. And what should I do ? 

Fath. Answer him, Master Thomas, and raake him 
none the wiser. He'll go mad, when he learns how 
my lady flaunts it ! Go ! open the door, I prithee. 
Fifty tliings, Master Thomas, know you, for one thing 
that I know ; you ean tum and twist a matter into 
any otlier kind of matter, and thea twist and tum it 
baek again, if needs he ; so miich you servants of the 
town beat us of the country, Master Thomas. Open 
the door, now ; do, Master Thomas, do 1 

^Theygomt. 
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SCENE U.—A Garden wkh tmo Arlo-tn. 
Ettter Mjstek Heahtweli, anrf Masteh Wjvlter, meeting. 

Heart. Good Master Walter, ■wi-lcome back again ! 

Wal. I'm glad to see j-on, Master Ileartweil. 

Heart. How, 
I pray you, sped the weii^lity businesa whicli 
So audden call'd you hence l 

Wal. Weighty, indeed '. 
What thou wouldat ne er expect — wilt scarce believe ! 
Long liidden wrong, wondrously coroe to light, 
And great riglit done ! Bat more of this anon. 
Now of my ward discourse ! Likes sUe tlie towii ? 
How doea she ? la ehe weil ? Canat match me lier, 
Amongst your city maida ? 

Heart. Nor oonrt onea neither ! 
She far outstrips tbeni all ! 

Wal. I knew shc wodd. 
What eise could follow in a maid so bred ? 
A pure mind, Master Heartwell ! — not a taint 
From iatercourse witb t!ie distempet'd town ; 
With wliich all contact was wall'd out ; until, 
Matured in soundnesa, I could trust bcr to it, 
And sleep amidat infection. 

Heart. Master Walter ! 

W<ü. Well? 

Heart. Teil nie, prithee, which is likelier 
To plongh a sea in aafety ? — lie that's wont 
To sali in it, — or he that by the cliart 
la mastcr of ita aoundings, bearinga, — -knows 
Its headlands. havens, currents — where 'tis bold, 
And where behoves to keep a good look-out. 
The one will swim where sinks the other one ? 

Wal. The drift of thia ? 

Heart. Do you not guess it ? 

Wal Humph! 

Heart. If yon would train a toaid to live in town, 
Breed her not in tlie country ! 

Wal. Say you ao ? 
And Stands she not the tost ? 

ft2 
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Hcart. As snow Stands fire ! 
Your country maid lias melted all away. 
And plays tlie city lady to tlie Iieight : — 
Her momiogs gives to mercers, milliners, 
Shoemakers, jewellevs, and liaberdastiers ; 
Hur nciona, to calls ; liur afternoona, to dressing ; 
Evenings, to plays and drums; and nights, to routs, 
Balls, maaquerades ! SIeep only enda the riot, 
Wliich waking still begins ! 

Wal, Mm all ama7« ! 
How bears Sir Tliumaa tliis ? 

Heart. Wjiy patiently ; 
Thougli one oan see witli pain. 

IVal. Slie loves Inm ? Ha ! 
Tltat shrug ia doubt ! Shc'd ne'er consent to v. ed bim 
TJnlesa ahe loved bim ! — never ! Her yonng fancy 
Tiie pleasures of the town — new tbings — bave caught. 
Anon their hold will alacken ; slie'll become 
Her former seif ^ain ; to its old train 
Of aober feelings will her Iieart return ; 
And tlien she'll give it wliolly to the man 
Her virgin wisbes cbose ! 

Heart. Here coraes Sir Thomas ; 
And with him Maater Modua. 

Wal. Let them pass : 
I would not See him tili I speak witb her, 

[T/ietf retire into one of the arlouri. 

Euter Ci.ippoitD and Modls. 

Clif. A dreadful question is it, whea we love, 
To ask if love's retum'd ! I did believe 
Fair Julia'a heart was inine — I doubt it now. 
Butonce last night she danced witb me, her band 
To this gallant and tliat engaged, as aoon 
As ask'd for ! Maid that loved would acarcc do tliis ? 
Nor viait we together as we used, 
When first she came to town. She loves me less 
Tban once alie did — or lovea me not at all. 

Mod. I'm littie skill'd, Sir Thomas, in the world : 
What inean you now to do ? 

Clif. Kemonstratu witb her; 
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Comc tn an understanding, and, at once, 
If slic repents her promise to be mine, 
Absolve her from it — and say farewell to her. 

Mod. Lo, tiien, your opportonity — slie comes — 
M7 Cousin also : — her will I eogage, 
Wliilst you converse togetlier. 

Cli/. Nay, not yet ! 
My lieart turns coward at the siglit of her. 
Stay tili it finds new cowragc ! Lct thcm pa^s. 

[Clip, and Modus retire into the oih&r arbour. 

Enter Julia and Helen. 

Helen. So, Monday week will say good mom to thee 
A maid, and bid good night a sober wife ! 

Julia. Tliat Monday week, I triist, will nevercome, 
Tliat brags to make a aober wife of me 1 

Helen. How changed you are, my Julia ! 

Julia. Change makes cliange. 

Helm. Why wedd'st thoii then ? 

Julia. Becanse I proniised hini. 

Helen, Thou lovest liim ? 

Julia. Do I ? 

Helen. He'a a man to love : 
A right well-favonr'd man ! 

Julia. Yoiir poinf s well-favour'd, 
"Wliere did you purchase it? In Gracechurch-strcct ^ 

Helen. Pahaw! never mindmypoint,but talk of hiui, 

Julia. I'd rather talk with thee about the lace. 
Wheve bought you it ? In Gracechurch-street, Clieap- 

aide, 
"Whitechapel, Little Brttain ? Can't you say 
TVliere 'twas you bought the lace ? 

Helen. In Clieapside, tiien. 
And now then to Sir Thomas ! Ile ia just 
The height I like a man. 

Julia. Thy featlier'a just 
The height I like a feather ! JMine's too siiort ! 
What shall I give thee in cxchange for it ? 

Helen, What sliall I give thee for a minute'a talk 
Abnut Sir Thomas ? 

Julia. Wliy, thy feather. 
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HeM. Take it ! 

Cli/. lAsidetoUmc».'^ Wliatjikesshe not to apcak 
ofme! 

Helm. And now 
Let's talk aboiit Sir Thomas— mucli I'm sure 
He loves you. 

Julia. Much I'm sure lie lias a right ! 
Tbose know I who woulii give thcir eyes to bo 
Sir Thomas, for ray sake \ 

Helen. Such too, know I. 
But 'mong them none that can compare with him, 
Not one so gra«eftil. 

Julia. Wbat a graceful set 
Yonr feather has ! 

Helm. Nay, give it back to me, 
ünless you pay me fort. 

Julia. What was't to get ? 

Helen. A minute'a talk with thee about Sir Thomas. 

Julia. Talk of his title, and hia fortune then. 

Clif. [^«i*.] Indeed ! I would not listen, yet I 

Julia. An ample fortune, Helen — I shall be 
A happy wife ! What routs, «hat balls, what masqucs, 
What gala days ! 

Clif. [^«iifo]. For these ahe marries mo ! 
She'll talk of these ! 

Julia. Tliink not, when I am wed, 
I'll keep the house as owlet does her tower, 
Alone,— when every other bird's onwing, 
I'JI use my palfrcy, Helen ; and my coach ; 
My bärge too for exn.ursion oo the Thamea : 
What drivKS to Barnet, Ilackney, Islington ! 
What rides to Epping, Hounslow, and Blackheath ! 
What sails to Greenwich, Woolwich, Fulliam, Kew ! 
I'll set a pattern to yonr lady wives ! 

Clif. lAside^- Ay, lady ? Trust me, not at my ex- 
pense. 

Julia. And what a wardrobe ! I'll have change of 

For cvery day in the year ! and sets for days ! 
My nioming dress, my noon dress, dinner dresa, 
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And evening dress ! then win I sliow you lace 
Ä foot deep, can I pnrchase it; if not, 
1*11 apeedily beapeak it. Diamonds too ! 
Not buckles, rings, and ear-ringa only, — but 
Whole necklaces and atomachera of gema ! 
ril ahine ! be aure I will. 

Clif. \_A»ide\. Tlien shino away ; 
"Who covets thee may wear thee ; I'm not he ! 

Julia. And tlien my title ! Soon aa I put on 
The ring, I'm Lady Clifford, So I take 
Preccdence of piain mistress, wcre she e'en 
The richest heiress in the land ! At town 
Or coiintry hall, you'll see me take the lead, 
"Wliilo wivea that carry on tlietr backa tbe wealtli 
To dower a princcss, ahall give place to me ; — 
Will I not profit, think you, by my right ? 
Be sure I will ! marriage ahall prove to me 
A never-ending pageant, Every day 
Shall ahow how I am spoused ! I will be knowii 
For Lady Clifibrd all the city through, 
And fifty miles the country round about. 
Wife of Sir Thomas Clifford, baronet,— 
Not periehable kniglit ! who when he makea 
A Lidy of me, doubtless must expect 
To eee me play the part of one. 

Clif. \Comi)iff forwardri^ Most true. 
But not the part which you design to play. 

Julia. A liat'ner, air ! 

Clif. By chance, and not intcnt. 
Your Speech was forced lipon mino oar, that ne'er 
More thankleas duty to my heart discharged 1 
Would for that heart it ne'er had known the aenae 
"Which teils it 'tia a bankrupt tliere, where most 
It coveted to he rieh, and thought it waa so ! 

Julia ! is it you ? Could I have set 
A Coronet lipon that statelybrow, 
Where partial nature bath already bound 
A brighter oirclet — radiant beauty's own — 

1 had been proud to aee thee proud of it, 
So for the donor thou hadst ta'en the gift, 

Not for the gift ta'eu him. Could 1 liave pour'd 
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Till! wcalth of ricliest Crcesus intliy lap, 
I had beeil liest to see theo scatter it, 
So I was still tliy ricliea pavamount ! 

Jidia. Know you me, sir ? 

Clif. I do ! On Monday weck 
We were to wed ; — and are, so you're content 
The day tliat weds, wives you to be widow'd. Take 
Tlie privilege of my wife ; be Lady CÜfford ! 
Outshine the title in tlie wearing on't ! 
My coffers, lands, are all at tliy eomniand ; 
"Wear all ! bnt, for myaelf, sho wears not me, 
Ältliough tlie coveted of ovcry eye, 
Who Tvould not wear me for myself alone. 

Julia, And do you carry it so proudly, sfr ? 

Clif. Proudly, but still niore sorrowfully, lady ! 
I'll lead tliee to the clmrcli on Monday week. 
Till tlien, farewell ! and tlien, — farewell for ever ! 

Jidia, I have ventured for tliy love, 
Aa the bold raerchant, who, for oniy hope 
Of some rieh gain, all former gains will risk. 
Before I ask'd a portioa of thy heart, 

1 peril'd all my own ; and now, all's lost ! 

[^Clifi'ord and Modus yo out. 
Julia. Helen ! 

Helen. What ails you, sweet? 
Julia. I cannot breathe — quick, looge tny girdle, ob ! 
£Fai>its. 
Master Waltek and Master Heartwbi.l come foncard. 

Wal. Good Master lleartwell, lielp to take her in, 
"Whilst I makc aftcr bim ! and look to her ! 
TTnlucky chance that took me oot of town, 

l^Tfieygoout seteral/r/. 



SCENE 111.— T/ie Street. 
Enter Clifford and Stephen, meeüng. 
Ste. Letters, Sir Thomas. 
Clif. Take tbem homo again, 
I shall not read them now. 
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Ste. Yoiir pardon, air, 
But liere is one dirccted strangely. 

Cli/. How? 

Ste. "To Master Clifford, gentleman; now styled 
Sir Thomas Clifford, baronet." 

Clif. Indeed ! 
Wlience comes that letter ? 

Ste. From abroad. 

ai/: ■Wliich is it ? 

Ä(e. So pkase you this, Sir Thomas. 

Clif. Give it me. 

Ste. TImt letter brings not iiews to wisli liiiii joy 
upon. If iie was disturbcd before, which I guessed by 
liis looks he was, he is not more at ease now. His band 
to his head ! A most iinwelcome letter ! If it brings 
bim news of disaster, fortuno docs not give him his 
deserta ; for never waited servant upon a kindcr master. 

Clif. Stepben! 

Sie. Sir Thomas ! 

Clif. From my door remove 
The plate that bears my name. 

Ste. The plate, Sir Thomas ! 

Clif. The plate — collect my servants and instnitt 

To make out each their claima unto the end 

Of their respective terms, and give thcni in 

To my Steward. Him and tliem apprise, good fellow, 

That I keep honse no more. As you go home 

Call at my coaclimaker's and bid him stop 

The cartiage I bespoke, The one I have 

Send with my horsestothe mart whereat 

Such thinga are sold by auction. They're for sale — 

Pack up my wardrobe— -liave my trunka conve/d 

To the lim in the next strcet — and wiicn that's done, 

Go round my tntdesmen and collect tlieir hills, 

And bring tiiem to me, at the Inn. 

Ste. The Inn ! 

Clif. Yes ; I go home no more, 'W'hy what's the 
matter ? 
What has fallen out to make your cyea fiU up ? 
You'U get another place. I'll ccrtify 
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Yoii'rc lionest and industrious, and ali 
Tliat a aervant ouglit to be. 

Ste. I see, Sir Tliomas, 
Some great misfort'iDe haa befallen you ? 

Clif. No! 
I liave lieaJtli ; I liave strengtli ; niy reason, Steplien, 
Ä lieart tbat's clear in truth, with trust in God. [and 
No great diaaster can befal tlie man 
Wlio'a still possesaed oE tbese ! Good fellow, leave me. 
What you woiild leam, and have a right to know, 
I would not teil you now. — Good StejAen, hence ! 
Mischanco lias Men on me — but what of that ? 
Miscliance bas fallen on niany a bettcr man. 
I prithee leave me. I grow saddcr whüc 
I see tlie eye with which you view my grief. 
'Sdeatb, tliey will out ! I would have been a man, 
Had you been leaa a kind and gentle one. 
Now, aa you love me, leave me. 

Ste, Never maater 
So well deaerved the love of bim that served him. 

[Stephen iTiWB out. 

Clif. Miflfortune liketb Company : it aeidom 
Visits its friends alone. Ha, Master Walter, 
And ruffled too ! I'm in no mood for him. 

Enier Mastbk Walter. 

Wal. So, Sir— Sir Thomas Clifford !— what witji 
Speed 
j\nd choler— I do gaap for want of bruatli ! 

Clif. Well, Master Walter ? 

Wal. You're a rasli young man, air ! 
Strong-headed, and wrong-headed — and I fear, sir, 
Not over delicate in tbat fine sense 
Wliich men of honour pride tbemselves upon ! 

Clif. Well, Master >Valter ? 

Wal, A young woman's beavt, sir, 
la not a stone to carve a poay on ! 
Which knows not what is writ on't — which you niay 

bny, 
Exchange, or seil, sir, — keep or give away, sir : 
It is a richer — yet a pooret tliing ; 
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Priccless to him that owna and prizes it ; 

Worthless, wlien own'd, not prized ; whicli makes tlie 

That covets it, obtalns it, and discards it,— 
A fool, if not a villain, sir. 

Clif. Well, sir ! 

Wal. You never loved my ward, sir ! 

Clif. The bright Ileavens 
Bear witnesa that I did ! 

Wal. The bright Hcavcns, sir, 
Bear not false witness. That you loved her not, 
Is clear, — for liad you loved her, you'd liave pluck'd 
Your heart from out your hreast, ere cast her from 

your hcart ! 
Old as I am, I kiiow what passion is. 
It is the summer'a heat, sir, wtiich in vain 
We look for frost in. Ice, like you, sir, knows 
But little of such heat ! We are wrong'd, sir, wrong'd ! 
You wear a sword, and so do L 

C^y. Well, sir ! 

Wal. You know the uac, sir, uf a sword ? 

Clif. I do. 
To whip a knave, sir, or an honest man ! 
A wise man or a faol — atone for wrong, 
Or double the amount on't ! Mast«!- Walter, 
Touching your ward, if wrong ia done, I tliink 
On my side lies the grievance. I would not say so 
Did I not tiiink so. As for love — look, sir, 
That hand's a widower's, to its first mate swom 
To olasp no second one. As for amenda, sir, 
You're free to get them from a man in whom 
You've been forestall'd by fortune, for the spite 
Which she has vented on him, if you still 
Esteem him wortlt your anger, Please you read 
That letter. Now, sir, judge if life is dear, 
To one so much a loser. 

Wal. What, all gone ! 
Thy Cousin living they reported dead ! 

Clif. Title and land, sir, unto which add love I 
All gone, save life aud honour, which ere I'Il lose, 
rU let the othcr go. 
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Wal. We're pulilic bere, 
And may be interrupted. Let n3 seek 
Some apot of privacy. Your letter, sir, [^(lices it hack. 
Though fortune alights yon, I'U not sligltt you ; not 
Yniir title or tlie lack of it I heed. 
Whether upon the score uf love or hate, 
With you and you alone I settle, sir. 
We've gone too fiir. 'Twere folly now to part 
TVitlioüt a reckoning. 

Clif. Just as you pleaae. 

Wal. You've done 
A noble lady wrong. 

Clif. Tliat lady, sir, 
Has dono me wrong. 

Wal. Go to, tliou ort a boy 
rit to be trusted witb a plaything, not 
A woman'a heart. Tliou know'st not what it is ! 
Wliich I will prove to thee, aoon as we önd 
Convenient place. Come on, sir ! you sliall get 
A leSBon that shall serve you for the rest 
Of your life. I'll make you own her, sir, a piece 
Of Nature's handiwork, as costly, free 
From bias, flaw, and fair as ever yet 
Her cuuning liand turuM out. Come on, sir ! couie. 
\_Tkey go ouL 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I.— ^ Drawing Boom. 
Enter Lokd T'nsel and the Eakl of Rochdale. 

Tin. Refuse 3 lurd ! A saucy lady this. 
I scarce can credit it. 

Roch. She'il change licr niind, 
My agent, Master ^Valter, is herguardian. 

Tin. How can you keep tliat Hunchback in liis office ? 
He mocks you. 

Roch. He is iiseful. Never lieed him. 
My offer now do I present tlicough 1dm, 
He has the title-deeda of my estates, 
Siie'll listen to tlieir wooing, I must ha^e Jier. 
Not tliat I love her, hut that all allow 
She's fairest of the fair. 

Tin. Distinguish'd well : 
Twere moat uoseemly for a lord to love ! — 
Leave tliat to commoners. 'Tis vulgär — she's 
Betroth'd, you teil me, to Sir Thomas Ciifford ? 

Roch. Yes. 

Tin. That a conimoner should tliwart a lord ! 
Yet not a cotnmoner. A baronet 
Is fish and flesh. Nine parts pleheian, and 
Patrician in the tenth. Sir Tliomas Ciifford ! 
A man, they say, of brains, I abhor brains 
As I do toola : They're tliiiigs mechanical. 
So far aro we above our forefatliers ; — 
Tliey to their brains did owe tbeir titles, as 
Do lawyers, doctors. We to nothing owe them, 
Which makes us far tho nobler. 

Rock. Is it so ? 

2"»«. Believe me. Yo« ahall profit by my trautitig ; 
You grow a lord apace. I aaw you mcet 
A bevy of your former fricnds, who fain 
Ilad aliaken. hands with you. You gavo them fingera ! 
Yon're now another man. Your bouse is cbauged, — 
Your table chatiged — your retinue — your horsc— 
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Where once you rode a hack, yoii now Lact blood ; — 
Eefits it tiien you also cUange your frietida ! 

Enter «'illiams. 

yV'dl. A gentleman woiild sco your lordship. 

Tin. Sir! 
What's that ? 

Wm. A. gentleman would see ]iis lordship. 

2"*™. How know you, sir,l!is lorÜship is at home ? 
Is he at honte hecause he goes not out ? 
He's not at horae, though there you see liim, sir, 
IJnless he ccrtify that he's at honic ! 
Bring iip the rame of the gentleman, and then 
Your lord will know if he's at Lome, or not. 

t WiiLiAMS (^0« out. 
Your man was porter to some mercliant's door, 
Who never taiight him Letter Lreeding 
Than to speak tLe vulgär tnith ! Well, sir ? 

Wir.LiAsis ha,vitig re-entered. 

Will. Ilis name. 
So please your lordship, Markham. 

Tin. Do you know 
The tliing ? 

Hoch. Riglit well ! I'&ith a hearty fellow, 
Son to a wortliy tradesman, who would do 
Great things with little means ; so enter'd him 
In tLe Temple. A good fellow, on my life, 
Nought smacking of his stock ! 

Tin. You've aaid enougL ! 
His lordsliip's not at home. ^^Williams ffoesottt.^ Wc 

do not go 
By Learts, Lut Orders ! Ilad he family— 
Blood — though it only were a drop — bis lieart 
Would pass for something ; lacking such desert, 
Were it ten times the heart it is, 'tis nought ! 

Enter WihijUis. 
Will. One Master Jenes Lath ask'd to see your 

lordship. 
Tili. And wliat was your reply to Master Jones? 
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Will. I knew not if big lordship was at Iiomc. 

'fin. You'll do. Who'a Mfister Jonea ? 

Roch. A curate's aon, 

Tit). A curate's ? Better be a yeoman's son ! 
"Was it tlie rector's son, he miglit be known, 
Becanse the rector is a rising man. 
And may become a bisliop. He goes light. 
The curate ever hath a loaded back. 
He may be called the yeoman of tlie chnrch, 
That sweating doea bis work, and dnidgea on, 
While lives the hopeful rector at bis ease. 
How made you his acijuaintance, pray ? 

Rock. "We read 
Latin and Greek togetber. 

2"»«. Dropping them — 
As, now that you're a lord, of course you've donc — 
Drop liim — You'll say his lordahip's not at home. 

Will. So pleaae your lordahip, I forgot to say, 
One Richard Cricket likewise is below. 

Tin. Wbo ? Eichard Cricket ! You must aee bim, 
Eochdale ! 
A noble little fellow ! A great man, sir ! 
Not knowing whom, you would be nohody '. 
I won fivo thouaand pounds by Iiini ! 

Rock. Whoiabe? 
I never heard of bim. 

Tim. What! never heard 
Of Riehard Cricket ! never heard of bim ! 
"Wliy, Le'a the Jockey of Newmarket ; you 
May win a cup by him, or eise a sweepstakes. 
I bade him call upon you. You mnst aee him. 
His lordahip ia at home to Richard Cricket. 

Rock. Bid him wait in tbc ante-room. 

[Williams i/oex otit. 

Im. The ante-room I 
The best room in your liouae ! You do not know 
Tiie uae of Eichard Cricket ! Show him, sir, 
Into the drawing-room. Your lordship needa 
Must keep a racing-stud, and you'll do well 
To mnke a friend of Kiohard Cricket. Well, sir, 
What's tliat ? 
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Enler Williams. 
Will. So plcaae yinir lardsliip, a petitioii. 

Tin, Hadst not a aervice 'moogst the Hottentofs 
Ero tliüu camest liitlier, feiend ? Present tliy lord 
With a Petition ! At mecliaiiics' doors, 
At tradesmen's, shopkeepers', and merclianta" only, 
Have such tliings Icave to knock I Make thy lurd'a gate 
A wicket to a workhouse ! Let ua see it^ 
Subscriptions to a book of poetry ! 

Cornelius Tense, A,3I. 
Whicli nieans lie construes Greek and Latin, worka 
Problems in niatliematics, can cliop logic, 
And is a conjuror in philosopliy, 
Both natnral and moral. — Psliaw ! a man 
Whom nobody, tbat is, anybody, knows. 
Wlio, think you, followa him ? Wliy an 5I.D., 
An F.R.S., an F.A.S., and tlien 
A D.D., Doctor of Divinity, 
TJahering in an IjL.D., wliich means 
Doctot of Laws — their liavmony, no doubt, 
The difference of tbeir trades ! There's notJiing liere 
But languages, and sciences, and arts, 
Not an iota of nobility ! 

"We cannot give our nanies. Take back tlie paper, 
And teil tbe bearer tbere's ao answer for him : — 
That ia tbe lordly way of saying " No." 
But talking of subscriptions, here is one 
To which your lordsbip may affix your name. 

Rock. Pray, who's the object ? 

Tin. A most worthy man ! 
A man of Singular deserts ; a man 
In serving wliom your lordsbip will serve me, — 
Signor Cantata. 

Roch. He's a friend of youra? 

Tin. 0, no, I knowhim not ! I've not that pleasure. 
But Lady 0angle knows him ; shc's liia friend. 
He will obiige us with a set of concerts, 
Six concerts to the set. — The set tliree guineas. 
Your lordsbip will subscribe? 

lioch. 0, by all nieans. 

Tin. IIüw many sets of ticketa ? Two at least. 
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YoTi'U like to take a friend ? I'll set you down 

Öix guineas to Signor Ciuitata's concerts. 

And now, niy Lord, we'lt to liim, — tlien we'll walk. 

Roeh. Nay, I would wait t!ie lady'a answer. 

Tin. Wait ! tako an exciirsion to t!ie country; kt 
Her answer wait for you. 

Rocli. Indeed ! 

Tin. Indeed! 
Befita a lord nouglit like indifFt'rence. 
S,iy an estate sliould fall to yoii, you'd take it, 
As it concerned more a stander by 
Than you. As you're a lurd, be aure you ever 
Of that make little otlier men make mucli of ; 
Xor do tlie tliing tliey do, but the riglit contrary. 
VV'liore tlie distinction eise 'twixt tliem and you ? 

\_'i'hf.i/ yo out. 



SCENE II. — An Apartment in Masler Ilearlvxlts 

Home. 

MisiBK IV^iLTER discooered looMng thrimgh tith-deeds and 

jmpers. 

IVal. So falls out everytliing as I would have it, 
Exact in place and time. This lord'a advances 
Beceives islie, — as, I augur, in tlie sploen 
Of wouoded pride she will, — ^my coutse is clear. 
She comea — all's well — t!ie tempest ragea still. 
Julia entere, andpaeei tlie rmm in a State o/high excUement. 

Julia. Wliat have my eyes tu do with watiT ? Fire 
Beeomes tliem better ! 

Wal. True. 

Julia. Yet, muat I wcep 
To be so monitor'd, and by a man ! 
A man that was my slave 1 wliom I liave seen 
Kneel at iny feet from morn tili noon, content 
Witb leave to only gaze npon niy face, 
And teil me wbat he read there, — tili the pagc 
I knew by heart, I 'gan to doubt I knew, 
Ernblaaon.'d by tlie comment of bis tongue ! 
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Aiid he to lesson nie ! Let Iiim coiiie here 
On Monday woek ! 'He ne'er ]eads me to churcli ! 
I would not profit by his rank, or wealtli, 
Thougii kings niight call him coudn, for their sakc ! 
I'U show him I have pride ! 

Wal. You're yery right ! 

Julia. He would have had to-day mir wcdding-day ! 
I fix'd a month from this. He pray'd and pray'd ; 
I dropp'd a week. He pray'd and pray'd the more ! 
I dropp'd a second one. Still more he pray'd ! 
And I took off another week, — and now 
I have his leave to wed, ov not to wed ! 
He'Il See that I have pride ! 

Wal. And so he ought, 

Julia. ! for some way to hring him to my foot ! 
But he ahoiild lie there ! Why, 'twill go abroad 
That he has cast me off, That there shonld live 
The man could eay so ! Or that I should livo 
To be the leavings of a man ! 

Wal. Thy caae 
I own a hard one, 

Julia. Hard ! Twill drive me mad ! 
His wealth and title ! I refused a lord — 
I did ! that privily implored my band. 
And never cared to teil bim on t ! So mucJi 
I hate him now, that lord should not in vain 
Implore my band again ! 

Wal. You'd give it him ? 

Julia. 1 would. 

fVal. You'd wed that lord ? 

Julia. That lord I'd wed ; — 
Or any other lord, — only to show Lim 
That I could wed above him ! 

Wal. Give me your band 
And Word to that. 

Julia. There ! Take my hand and word ! 

Wal. Tbat lord hath offered you his hand ac^ain. 

Julia. He has ? 

Wal. Your father knowa it : ho approves of bim. 
There are the title-deeds of the estates, 
Sent for my jcalous scrutiny. All sound, 
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No (law, or speck, tliat c'en thc lynx-eyed law 

Itself coiild find. A lord of many lands ! 

In Berksliire half a county ; and the aame 

In Wiltshire, and in Lancashire ! Across 

Tlie Irisli Sea a principaüty ! 

And not a rood with bond or lien on it ! 

IVilt give that lord a wife ? Wut make thyself 

A countess ? Here's thc proffer of his band. 

Write tliou content, and wear a Coronet ! 

Julia. ^E(ifferly.'2 Give nio tlie paper. 

fVal. There ! Here's pen and ink. 
Sit down. Wliy do you pause ? A flourish of 
The pen, and you're a countess. 

Julia. My poor brain 
Whirls round and round ! I would not wed hira now, 
Were he more lowly at iny feet to sue 
Than e'er lie did ! 

JVal. Wed whom ? 

Julia. Sir Thomas Clifford. 

Wal. You're right. 

Julia. His rank and wealth are roota to doubt ; 
And while tliey lasted, still the weed wonld grow, 
Howe'er you pluck'd it. No ! That'a o'ev— That's 

Was never lady wrong'd so foul as I ! [^WeepK. 

Wal. Thou'rt to be pitied. 

Julia. [_Arotised.^ Pitied! Not so bad 
As tliat. 

fVtil. Indeed thou art, to love tlie man 
Tiiat spiima thce ! 

Julia. Love him ! Love ! If hate could find 
A Word moreharsh than its own name, I'd take it, 
To speak tlie love I bear him ! \_P('eeps. 

Wal. Write thy own name. 
And show kira how near akin thy hate's to iiate. 

Julia, fturiie«.] 'Tis done ! 

Wal. 'Tis well ! I'il cume to you anon ! IGoes out. 

Julia. ^Altme.'] I'm glad 'tis done ! I'm very glad 
'tia done ! 
I've done the tliing I ought. From my disgrace 
Thls lord shall hft nie 'bovo the reach of scorn— 
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Tliat idly wags his tongue, where wealtii and State 

Need only beckon to have crowds to laud ! 

Tiien Iiow the taliles change ! The liand lie spurn'il 

His betters take ! Let me temember tliat ! 

I'il grace my rank ! I will ! I'll cany it 

As I was bom to it ! I Warrant none 

ShaH say it fits me not -. — ^bnt, one and all 

Confesa I wear it bravely, as I ought ! 

And be sbnl) bear it ! ay ! and be shall eee it ! 

I will roll by him in an eqnipage 

AYould mortgage bis estate — but he shall own 

His sliglit of me was my advancemunt ! Love nie ! 

He never loved me ! if he bad, be ne'er 

Had given nie up ! Love'a not a Spiders web 

But fit to mesh a fly — tliat yoii can break 

By onty blowing oa't ! He never loved me ! 

He knows not what love is — or, if be does, 

He has not been o'er cliary of bis peace ! 

And tbat he'll find whon I'm anotber's wife. 

Lost ! — lost to bim for ever ! Tears again ! 

Wby shonld I weep for him ? Wlio make tbeir woea 

Deserve tbem ! what have I to do with tears ? 

Enter Helen. 

Helen. News, Julia, newe! 

Julia. What ! is't about Sir Thomas 1 

Helen. Sir Thomas, say yon ? He's no niore Si 
Thomas ! 
Tbat coiisin üves, as beir to whom, bis ivealth 
And title came to him. 

Julia. Was be not dead ? 

Helen. No more tban I am dcad, 

Julia. I would 'twere not so. 

Helen. What say yo:i, Julia? 

Julia. Notbing! 

Helen. I could kiss 
That Cousin ! oouldn't you, Julia ? 

Julia. Wherefore ? 

Helen. Why 
For Coming back to life again, as "twere 
Upon his Cousin to rcvenge you. 
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Julia. Helen! 

Helen. Indeed 'tis true. Witli w'.iat a soriy grace 
The gentleman will bear himaelf witliout 
His title ! Master Cliffurd ! Hava you not 
Sonic token to return liim ? Some ]ov«-lettcrt 
Snmn broocli ? Some pin ? Some anytliing ? I'll be 
Your messenger, for niitliing biit tbe pleasure 
Of calling him piain " Master ClifFurd." 

Julia. Helen ! 

Helen. Or haa Le auglit of tliine ? Writc to iiim, 

Deinanding it ! Do, Julia, if you love nie ; 

And Dl direct it in a sclioolboy's hand, 

Ab round as I can ivrite, " To Master Clifford." 

Julia. Helen .' 

Helen. I'll think of fifty tboasand waya 
To mortify him ! I've a twentieth cousin, 
A eare-for-nonglit at niischief. Him I'll set, 
"Witli twenty otlier madaips like himself, 
To walk the atreets ttie traltor most frcquents, 
And givc him salutation as lie passes — 
" How do yoTi, Master Clifford ? " 

Julia. \^Hi</hli/ incensed.'l Helen ! 

Helen. Bless nie! 

Julia. I hate you, Helen ! 

Enter Modus. 

Mod. Joy for you, fair lady! 
Cur baronet is now piain gentleman, 
And hardly tliat, not master of tlie mcaiis 
To bear himself as such ! The kinsnian hves 
Whose only rumoiir'd death gave wealth to Lim, 
And title. A hard creditor he proves, 
Who keeps strict reckoning — will have int'.-rcst, 
As well as principal. Ä ruin'd miui 
Is now Sir Thomas C-liffurd. 

Helen. I'in glad on't. 

Mod. And so am I. A scurvy trick it was 
He served you, madam. Use a lady so ! 
I nierely bore witli liim. I iiever liked bim. 

Hekn. No morc did I. No, never could I tliink 
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He look'd his title. 

Mod. No, nor acted it. 
If rightly tliey report, he ne'er disbursed 
To eatertain hm friends, 'tis bn>adly said, 
A hundred pounds in the year. Ile was raost poov 
In the appointments of a man of rank, 
Fossessing wealth like liis. His horses, hacke ! 
His gentleman, a footman! and hia footman, 
A groom ! The sports that men of quality 
And sptrit countenance, he kept aloof from, 
From scruple of economy, nut taste,— 
As racing and the hke. In hrief, he lack'd 
Those shining points that, more tban name, denote 
High breeding : and, moreover, was a man 
Of very shailow learning. 

Julia. Silenee, sir ! 
For sbame ! 

Helmi. Why, Julia! 

Julia. Speaic not to me ! Poor ! 
Most puor ! I teil you, sir, he was the making 
Of fifty gcntlemen — each one of wbom 
Were more than pecr for thee ! His title, sir, 
Lent bim no grace he did not pay it back ! 
Though it had been the liighest of the high. 
He would bave look'd it, feit it, acted it, 
As thon couid'st ne'er bave done ! Wbcn found yon 
You liked Uim not ? It was not ere to-day ! [^oiit 

Or that base spirit I niust reckon yoiirs 
Whicb smiles wbere it would scowl — can stoop to bäte 
And fear to sIjow it ! He was your better, sir. 
And is ! — Ay, Is! though stripp'd of rank and wealth, 
His nature's 'bove or fortune's love or spitc, 
To blazon or to blnr it ! [^Retires.'] 

Mod. ITo Helen.] I was told 
Mucb to disparage bim — I know not wherefore. 

Helen. And so was I, and know as mucli the causo. 

Enter Master Walter, vjtlh pwchments. 
Wal. Joy, my Julia ! 
Impatient love has foresight ! Lo you here 
The marriage deeds fiU'd up, except a blank 
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To write yoar jointure. Wliat yoii will, my giri ! 
la tliis a lover ? Look ! Tliree thousand pounda 
Per annum for yoiir private cliarges I Ha ! 
There's pin money ! Is this a lover ? Mark 
What acres, forests, tenementa, aro tas'd 
For your revenue ; and so set apart, 
Tliat finger cannot toticii tliem, save tbinc own. 
Is tliia a lover ? What good fortune^a thine I 
Thou dcat not speak ; biit, 'tis the way with joy I 
Witli richest heart, it has the poorest tongue I 

Mod. "Wliat great good fortnne's tuisyou speak of,sir? 

Wal. A Coronet, Master Modus ! You behold 
Tliu wife elect, sir, of no less a man 
Tlian tlie nev; Earl of Eochdale — heit of him 
Tliat's recently deceased. 

Helen. My dearcst Julia, 
Much joy to you ! 

Mod. All good attend you, madam ! 

Wal. Thia letter brings excuses from his lordship, 
Wbose absence it aecounts for. He repairs 
To his estate in Lancashire, and tliitVier 
We foUow. 

Julüt. "When, sir ? 

fVal, Now. This very honr. 

Julta. Tliis very hour ! Oh cruel, fatal Iiaate ! 

Wal. " cmel, fatal haste !" What meanest thou ? 
Have I done mrong to do thy bidding, theo ? 
I have done no more. Thou wast an off-cast bride. 
And would'st he an affianced one — thou art so ! 
Thou'dst liave the slight thatmark'd thee ont for scorn, 
Converted to a means of gracing thee — 
It is so ! If our wishes come too soon, 
Wliat can make sure of welcome ? In my zeal 
To win thee thine, thou know'st, at any time 
Fd play the steed, whose will to serve his lord, 
With his last breath gives hia last bound for him ! 
Since only noon have I despatch'd what well 

Had kept a brace of clerka, and more, ou foot, 

And then, perliaps, had been to do again ! — 
Not finisli'd surc, compicte — ^the compact firm, 
As fata itsulf had soal'd it ! 
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Julia. Give you tlianks ! 
Thongh 'twere my deatli ! my death ! 

Wal. Thy death ! indeed, 
For happiness like this, öne well miglit die ! 
Take thy hnW letter ! Well ? 

Enter Thomas, with a letlei: 

Tkos. This lettev, sir, 
The gentleman that served Sir Thomas ClifFord— 
Or him that was Sir Tliomas— gave tu mo 
For MiatresB Julia. 

Julia. Give it me ! 

{TkroKing away the one shc liuldf. 

Wal. ^ßnatching it.~] For wliat f 
Would'st read it ? He's o. bankrupt ! stripp'd of title, 
House, chatteis, tands and all \ A naked bankrtipt, 
Withneitherpurse, nortrust! Would'at read his letter' 
A beggar ! Yea, a beggar ! fasts, unloas 
Ile dinca od alms ! How darst be ssad theo a letter ! 
A fellow cut on tbis band, and on that ; 
Bows and is cut again, aud bowa again 1 
Who pays you fifty smiles for half a one, — 
And that given grudgingly ! To send yri« letter .' 
I burat with choler ! 'i'lius I treat his letter ! 

[ Tears and ikrowe it on the tp-ound. 
So ! I was wrung to let liim rüffle me ; 
He ig not wurth the spending anger on ! 
I pritliee, Master Modus, use dcspatcli, 
And presently make ready for cur ride. 
You, Helen, to my Julia look — a cbange 
Of dresses will euffice. She niust have new ones, 
Matches for her new State ! Haste, friends. My Julia ! 
Why stand yon poring there upon the grmind ? 
Time flies. Your rise aatounds you ? Never heod — 
You'l] play my lady countesa like a queen ! 

[jrhey go out. 
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ACT IV. 
8CENE I.~A Room in ike Earl of Rochäale's. 

Enter Helen. 

Helm. I'm weary wandering from room to rouin ; 
A Castle after all is biit a lioiise — 
TLe dullest ono when lackiog Company, 
Wero I at home, I could be Company 
Unto myself. I see not Mast«r Walter. 
Ile's ever wltli liis ward. I see not her. 
By Blaster Walter's will she bide, alone. 
My fiitlier atops in town. I oan't see him. 
My Cousin makes liia booka his Company. 
I'll go to bed and sleop. No — ni stay up 
And plague my cousin into making love ! 
For, that he ioves me, ahrewdly I Buspect. 
How duil he is that liath not sense to see 
What lies before him, and he'd like to find \ 
l'U change my treatment of him, Croas him, where 
Before I iisod to humour him. He comes, 
Püviiig upon a bi)ok. What's tliat you read ? 
Enter Modus. 

Mod. Latin, sweet cousin. 

Helen. 'Tis a naughty tongiie, 
I fear, and teaches men to lie. 

Mod. To lie ! 

Helen. You study it. You call your cousin aweet. 
And treat her as you would a crab. As sour 
'Twoiild seem you think her, so you covet her ! 
Wliy how tlie monster stares, and looks about ! 
You construe Latin, and can't construo that. 

Mod. I never studied women. 

Helen. No ; nor men. 
Else would you better Jtnow their ways : nor read 
In presence of a lady, '[^Slrike» the lookfimn kia hand. 

Mod. Eiglit you say, 
Aiid well you served me, cousin, so to strike 
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The volume from my hand. I own ray fault ; 
So pleasü you, — may I pick it up again ? 
rU put it in my pocket ! 

Hekn. Pick it up. 
He feara me as I were his grandmother ! 
TVhat is tho book f 

Mod Tla Ovid's Art of Love. 

Hekn That Ovid was a fool ! 

Mod In wliat i 

Helen In that : 
To call tliat thing an art, whioh art is none. 

Mod And is not love an art ? 

Helen. Are you a fool, 
As well as Ovid ? Love an art ! No art 
But taketh time and pains to leam. Love comes 
With neitlier. Ist lo hoard such grain as tliat, 
You went to College ? Better stay at lionie, 
And study homely Englisli. 

Mod. ^ay, you know not 
The argument. 

Helen. I don't ? I know it hetter 
Than over Ovid did ! Tlie face,— the form,— 
The heait, — the mind we fancy, cousin ; that's 
The argument ! Why, cousin, you know notliing. 
Suppose a lady were in love with thee, 
Couldst thou by Ovid, cousin, find it out ? 
Couldst find it out, wast thou in love thyself ? 
Could Ovid, cousia, teach thee to make love ? 
I could, that never read him. You begin 
"With melancholy ; tlien to sadaeas ; then 
To sickness ; then to dying— but not die ! 
She would not let thee, were ahe of my mind ; 
She'd take compassion on thee. Tiien for hope ; 
From hope to confidence ; from confidencc 
To boldnoss ; — then yoa'd speak ; at first entrcat ; 
TUen urgc; then flout; then argue; then enforce ; 
Make prisoner of her band ; besiege her waist ; 
Threaten her lips with stonning ; keep thy Word 
And carry her ! My sampler 'g^nst thy Ovid ! 
Why cousin, aro you frighten'd, tliat you stand 
As you were stricken dumh ? The casc is clcar. 
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You are iio Süldier. You'U iie'er win a battle. 
You care too rauch for blows ! 

Mod. You wrong mc there. 
At school I was the champion of my form, 
And since I went to coUege — 

Helen. That for coUege ! 

Mod. Nay, hear me ! 

Helen. Well ? What, since you went to College ? 
You know what men are set down fot, who boast 
Of their own brayery. Oo on, brave cousin : 
What, since you went to College ? "Was there not 
One Quentin Ilalworth there ? You know there wi 
And that he was yyur master! 

Mod. He my master ! 
Thrice was he worsted by me, 

Helm. Still was he 
Your master. 

Mod. He allow'd I had the best! 
Allow'd it, mark me ! iior to me alone, 
Biit twcnty I eonld name. 

Helen. And master'd you 
At last ! Confess it, cousin, 'tis the truth. 
Ä proctor's daughter you did both affect — 
Look at me and deny it ! Of the twain 
Sbe niore affected you ; — I've caught you nuw, 
Bold cousin ! Mark you ? opportunity 
On opportunity she gave you, sir, — 
Deny it if you can ! — but thougb to others, 
When you discoursed of her, you were a flame ; 
To her you were a wick that would not light, 
Thougli held in the yery fire ! And so he wen her— 
Won her, becaaso he woo'd her like a man. 
For alt your cuffings, cuffing you again 
With most usurioiis interest. Xow, sir, 
Protest that you are valiant ! 

Mod. Cousin Helen ! 

Helen. Well, sir ? 

Mod. The tale ig all a forgery! 

Helen. A forgery! 

Mod. From first to last ; ne'er apoke I 
To a proctor's daughter while I was at College 
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Helen. 'Twas a scrivener'a then — or someboily's. 
But wliat concerna It whoae ? Enough, you loved her! 
And, shami! upon yoo, let another take her! 

Mod. Cousin, I teil you, if you'U only liear me, 
I loved no woman wliüo I was at College — 
Save one, and lier I fancied ere I went there. 

Helen. Indeed ! Now I'U retreat, if he's advancing. 
Cornea hc not on ! O wliat a stock's tlie man. ? 
Well, Cousin ? 

Mod. Well ! Wliat more would'st liave me say ? 
I think I've said enough. 

Helen. And so think I. 
I did but jest with you. You are not angry ? 
Sliake hands ! Why, cousin, do you squeeze nie so ? 

Mod. \lettinff her go."] I ßwear I sqiieezed you not ! 

Helen. You did not? 

Mod. No, 
nidieifldid! 

Helen. Wliy then you did not, cousin, 
Sulet'sshake hands again — ^Itetakes herkand asbefore.'] 

go and now 
Read Ovid ! Cousin, will you teil me one tliing : 
Wore lovers niffs in tnaeter Ovid'a time? 
Behoved hin» teacb them, then, to put them on ; — 
And that you have to learn. Hold up your head ! 
Why cousin, how you bluah ! Plague on the ruff ! 
I cannot givc't a sot. You're bliisliing slill ! 
Why do you hlush, dear cousin ? So ! — 'twilt beat me ! 
I'il give it up. 

Mod. Nay, prithee don't— try on ! 

Helen. And if I do, I fear you'U think me bold. 

Mod. For what ? 

Helen. To trust my face so near to thine. 

Mod. I know not what you mean. 

Helm. I'm glad you don't ! 
Cousin, I own right well behaved you are, 
Most marvellously well hehaved ! They've bred 
You well at College, With another man 
My lips would be in danger ! Hang tho rufF! 

Mod. Nay, give it up, nor plague tliyaelf, dear cousin. 

Helen. Dear fool ! [t/trows the ruf on the ground.'y 
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I swear the ruff is good for just 

As litüi! as its master ! There ! — 'Tis spoil'd — 

You'll have to get ;iiiuther. Hie for it, 

And wear it in tlie foäbion of a wisp, 

Ere I adjust it for tliee ! Farpwell, coiisin ! 

Yuu'd need to study üvid's Art of Love. 

[Helen gom out. 
Mod. \_Solm.'\ Went she in anger! I will follow 

No, I will not ! Heij^lio ! I love my cousin ! 

O would tliat she loved nie ! Why did she taunt me 

Wltli ba«kwardness in love ? Wliat coiild slio mean ? 

Sees siie I loye her, and so tauglis at ine, 

Because I lack the front to woo her ? Nay, 

rU woo Iier then ! Her Ups shall be in danger, 

When next she trusts thein near me 1 Look'd she at me 

To-day, as never did she look before ! 

A hold heart, Master Modus ! 'Tis a saying, 

A faint one never won fair lady yct ! 

ril woo my cousin, conie what will on't. Yes : 

^Beging reading agam, throws down tite look. 
Hang Ovid's Art of Love ! ITl woo my cousin ! 

IGoea out. 



SCENE II.— The Banqueting-roora in the Earl of 
Rochdale's Mansion. 
Eitler Masteb Walter and Julia. 
JVal. Tbis is the banqueting-riKim. Thou see'st as far 
It leaves the last behind, as that excels 
The former ones. All is proportion hcro 
And harmony! Ohserve ! Tlie massy pillars 
May well look proud to bear tlie gilded dorne. 
You mark those full-lungth portraits ? Tbty're tlit 

heads, 
The stately heads, of his ancestral llne. 
Here o'er the feast they Iiaply still prcside ! 
Mark tliose medallions ! Stand they fortb or not 
In hold and fair relief? Is not this brave? 

(j,.] 11 i.. 
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IVal. It sliould be so. To cheer the blood 
Tliat flows in noble vcina is made tbe feast 
Tbat gladdcna here ! You See tbis drapery ? 
'Tis riebest velvet ! Fringe and tasseis, gold ! 
Is not tliis costly ? 

Julia. Yes. 

Wal. And ohastc, tbe wliile ? 
Botb chaste and costly ? 

Julia. Yes. 

Wal. Come hither ! Tbere'a a mirror for you. See ! 
One sbeet froni floor to ceiling ! Look into it, 
Salute its mistress ! Dost not know her ? 

Julia, [siffhiuff deeply^ Yes ! 

Wal. And sighest tbou to know ber ? Wait until 
To-morrow, when the banquet sball be spread 
In tlie fair hall ; the guesta — already bid, 
Around it; here, her lord; and there, berself; 
Presiding o'er tbe cheer tbat hails bim bridegroom, 
And ber tbe bappy bride ! Dost hear me ? 

Julia, \iiglting still more3Mply!\ Yes. 

Wal. These are the day-rooms only, we bave secir, 
For public and domestic uses kept. 
ril show you now the lodging rooms. 

[Goe*, theti türm and observes Julia standing 
perfeMly abslratted. 
You're tired. 

Lei it be tili after dinner then. Yet one 
I'd like thee niucli to See — the bridal cbamber, 

[Julia Starts, Crosse« her hands upon her hrmst., 
and looks upwiards. 
I see you're tired : yet it is worth the viewing, 
If only for the tapestry which shows 
The needle iike the pencil glows witli iife ; 

[Bringe down ckairs, they sit. 
Tlie atory's of a pago who loved the dame 
He served — a princeas ! — Love's a heedlesa thing ! 
That never takes account of obstacles ; 
Makes plaing of motmtains, rivulets of seaa, 
Tliat part it from its wish. So proved the page, 
Who from a stato so lowly, look'd so bigh, — 
Eut love's a greater lackwit still than this. 
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Say it aspires — that's gain ! Love stnops — tliat's loss ! 
You know wliat comes. The prinoess loved thepage. 
Shall I go on, or here leave off? 

Julia. Go on. 

Wal. Ea«h side of the Chamber sliows a different 

OE this fond page, and fonder lady's love*. 
First — Bö, it is not that. 

Julia. Oh, recoUect ! 

Wal. And yet it is. 

Julia. Nodoubtitis. Whatis't? 

IVal. He liolds to her a aalver, with a ciip ; 
His cheek inorc mantling with bis paäsion, than 
Tlie cup with tlie rubf wine. She heeda hini not, 
For too great heed of hiin :■ — but seems to hold 
Debate betwixt her passion and her pride, 
Tiiat'a like to lose the day. You read it in 
Her vacant eye, knit hrow, and parted lips, 
Which speak a heart too busy all witliin 
To note what's done without. Lifce you the tale ? 

Julia. I list to cvery word. 

fVaL The ncxt side paints 
The page upou his knee. He haa told hig tale ; 
And found that when he lost his heart, ho play'd 
No losing game : but won a richer one ! 
There may you read in him, how love would seem 
Most humbie when most bold, — you question which 

* In Representation, the passages following this am cur- 
tailed— and the sccne runs as foUows :— Master Walter 



The first side shows their passion in the dawn — 
In tho next side 'tia shining open day— 
In the third there's clouding — I but touch on these 
To make a long tale britf, and bring theo to 
The last side. 

Julia. What shows tliat? 

Wal. The fatp of love 
Tliat will not be advised. — The scene's a dungeon, 
Ita fenant ia the page — he lies in fetters. 

Julia. Hard ! 
Hard as the steel, tlie hands that put them on ! &c. 
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Appeara to kiaa her liand — hia breath, or Ups ! 

In her you read how whoUy lost is she 

Wlio trusts her heart to love. Shall I give o'er ? 

Julia. Nay, teil it to the end. Is't raelancholy ? 

Wal. To answer that, would mar tho story. 

Julia. Right. 

Wal. The third side now we come to. 

Julia. Wliat showa that ? [^sire 

Wal. The p:^ and priiicess still. But Stands her 
Between them. Stera he grasps his daiighters arm, 
Whoso eyes like fountaina play; while throtigh her tears 
Her passioB sliines, as through the fouittain drops, 
The sun ! Hia minions crowd around the page ! 
They drag him to a dungeon. 

Julia. H.ipless youth ! 

Wal. Hapless indeed, that's twice a eaptive ! I'.eart 
And body both in hoiids. But tliat's the chain, 
IVhich balance cannot weigh, rule measure, touch 
Definc the tcxture of, or eye detect, 
Tliat's forged by the subtle craft of love ! 
No need to teil you that he wears it. Such 
Tho cnnning of the hand that plied tlie loom, 
You've but to mark the straining of his eye, 
To feel the coil youraelf ! 

Jttlia. I feel't without ! 
You've finiah'd with the third side ; now the fourth ! 

Wal. It brings us to a dungeon, then. 

Julia. The page, 
Tlie thrall of love, more than the dungeon's thrall, 
Is there ? 

Wal. He is. He lies in fetters. 

Julia. Hard ! 
Hard as the steel the handa that put them on. 

Wal. Some one wnrivets them ! 

Julia. The prince^ ? 'Tis ! 

Wal. It ia another page. 

Julia. It is hersclf ! 

tVal. Her skin is fair ; and his is berry-brown. 
His locks are raven btack ; and hers are gold. 

Julia. Love's cunniog of disguiaes ! spite of locks, 
Skia, vesturo, — it is slie, and oniy slio ! 
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Wliat will not constant woinan di> for love 
That's loTüd witli coastancy ! Set lier the task, 
Virtue approving, tliat wili baffle her ! 
O'ettas her stooping, patience, courage, wit ! 
My life upon it, 'tia tlie princass' seif, 
Traiisfomi'd intn a page I 

Wal. Tbe diingeün dour 
Stands open, and you see bcyond — 

Julia. Her father ! 

Wal. No ; a steed. 

Julia, [atartinff tip."^ 0, welcome steed, 
My heart bounds at the thought of thee ! Thou comest 
'J'ü bear the page from honds to liberty. 
Wliat eise 1 

Wal. [Wsiwy.] T!ie 3tory*8 told. 

Julia. Too briefly told ; 
O happy princess. that had wealth and State 
To lay tltem down fov love ! Wliose constant love 
Appearances approved, not falsified ! 
A winner in thy loas as well as gain. 

Wal. TVeiglis love so rauch ? 

Julia. What would you weigh 'gainst love 
That's tnie ? Teil me with wiiat you'd turn the scale ? 
Yea, make the index waver ? Wealth ? A feather ! 
Uank? Tinsel against bwllion in the balance ! 
The love of kindred ? That to set 'gainst love ! 
Friendsliip comes neareat to't ; tut put it in, 
Friendehip will kick the beam ! — weigh nothing 

'gainst it ! 
^Veigh love against the world ! 
Yet are they happy that havc nought to say to it. 

Wal. And such a one art thou, Who wisely wed, 
Wed happily. The love thou spcak'st of, 
A flower is only, that its scason hoä 
Which they must look to see the withering of, 
Wbo pleasHre in its budding and itä bloom ! 
Biit wisdom is the constant evergrecn 
"Which livca the whole year tlirough ! Be that vuiir 
flower ! 

Enter a Servant. 
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Sere. My loril's secretary is without. 
He brings a lütter für Iier ladysbip. 
And craves admittance to her. 

Wal. Show him in. 

Julia. No. 

Wal. TLou muat see hiin. To sliow slight to liim, 
Were slighting liira tliat sent him. Sliow him in ! 

[jSerTant ffoe» out. 
Some eiranii proper for thy private ear, 
Besides the letter he may bring. "What mean 
This paleness and this trembling ? Mark me, Julia ! 
If, from these nuptials, wliioh thyself invited— 
Which at thy seeking came — thou would'st be freed, 
Tbou hastgone too far! Receding wcrc disgrace, 
Sooner than see thee suffer which, tho bearts 
That love thee most, would wish thee dead ! Rcflect ! 
Take thought ! collect tbyself ! Witb dignity 
Eeceive thy bndegroom's mcssenger ! für sure 
As danns to-moiTow's sun, to-morrow night 
Sees thee a, wedded bride ! [_Goes out. 

Julia. Q^fone.] A wedded bride ! 
la it a dream ? Is it a phantasm ? 'Tis 
Too horrible for reality ! for aught eise 
Too palpahie ! would it were a dream ! 
How would I blesa the sun that waked mo from it ! 
I perish ! Like some desperate mariner 
Impatient of a stränge and hostile land, 
Wbo rashly hoista his sail and puts to aea, 
And being fast on reefs aiid qiiickaanda bomc, 
Essays in vain once nmre to make the land, 
"Whence wind and current drive him,^l'm wreck'd 
By mine own act ! What ! nn escape ? no bope ? 
None ! I must e'en abide these hated nuptials ! 
Hated .' — Ah ! own it, and then curse tli}'SBlf ! 
That madest tbe bane thou loatbest — for the love 
Tbou bear'st to one wbo iiever oan be thine ! 
Yes — love .' Deceive tliyaelf no longer. False 
To aay 'tis pity for bis fall, — respect, 
Engender'd by a hoibw world's disdain, 
Which hoota whom fickle fortune cheers no more ! 
'Tis none of these ; 'tis love — and if not love, 
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Wliy tlien idolatry ! Ay, tliat's thc name 

To speak tho broadest, deepest, strongcst passion, 

That ever wonian's lieart was borne away by ! 

He comes ! Thou'dst play the lady,— pjay it now '. 

Eitler a Servant, conductiiig Cliffobd, plainly atüred as the 
Earl op RocflBAi.E's Seüfetury. 

Servant. His lordship's sccretary, [^Servant ^oes o«i. 

Julia. Speaks he not ? 
Or does he wait for ordere to unfold 
His business ? Stopp'd bis business tili I spoke, 
I'd hold my peace for ever ! 

[Cliffobd kneels ; preseiiting a htter. 
Does he kneel ? 

A lady am I to my heart's content ! 
Could he unmake mc that which claima his knee, 
I'd kneel to bim, — I would ! I would ! — Your will ? 

Clif. Thia letter fi^im my lord. 

Julia. O fiite ! who speaks ? 

Clif. The eecretary of my lord. 

Julia. I breathe ! 
I could have swom 'twas he ! 

^Makex an effort to look at kirn, lut ie unalie. 
So like the voice— 

I dare not look, lest there ihe form sliould stand ! 
How eame he by that voioe ? 'Tis Clifford's voice, 
If ever Clifford spoke ! My fears come back — 
Clifford the secretary of my lord ! 
Fortune hath freaks, hnt nonc so mad as that ! 
It cannot he — it should not be 1 — a lüok, 
And all werc set at re'st. 

[Tries to look at /dm affain, hut cavnot. 
So streng my fears, 

Dread to confirm them takes away the power 
To try and end them ! Come the worst, I'll look, 

£She tries again ; and again ia unegwü to the task. 
I'd sink before him if I met his eye ! 

Clif. Will't please your ladyship to take the letter? 

Julia. Thero Clififord speaks agiwn I Not Clifford's 

Could more make Clifford's voice ! Not Clifford's tongiic 
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And lips more frame it into Clifford'a speech ! 
A question, and 'tis over ! Know I you ? 

Clif. Reverse of fortune, lady, changes friends ; 
It turns tliem into strangers. What I am 
I liave uot always been I 

Julia. Could I not name you ? 

Clif. If yoiir disdain for one, perhaps too bold. 
When hello w fortuno call'd him favourite, — 
Now by her fickleneaa perforce reduced 
To take an humble tone, wouid snßbr you — 

Julia. I miglit ? 

Clif. Youmight! 

Julia. Oh, ClifFord ! la it you ? 

Clif. Yonr answer to my lord. \_GivM the Ulter. 

Jitlia. Your lord ! [^Mechani^Uif taking it. 

Clif. Wiltwriteit? 
Or, will it plcase you send a verbal one ? 
I'll bear it faithfuUy, 

Julia. You'll bear it ? 

Clif Madam, 
Your pardoii, but my Laste is somewliat urgent. 
My lord's impatient, and to uae dcspatch 
Were bis repeated Orders. 

Julia. Orders? Well, 
I'll read tlie letter, sir. 'Tis right you mind 
His lordship's ordera. They are paraniount ! 
Nothing siiould supersede tbem ! — stand beside them ! 
They merit all your care, and have it ! Fit, 
Most fit they siiould ! Give me the letter, sir. 

Clif. You have it, madam. 

Julia. So ! How poor a thing 
I look ! so lost, while he is all himself ! 
Have I no pride ? £She rings, the Servant mters. 

Paper, and pen, and ink ! 
If he can freeze, 'tis tirue that I grow cold ! 
I'll read the letter. 

\_Opms it, and holds it as ahout to read it. 
Mind his Orders ! So ! 
Quickly he fits his liabits to his fortnncs ! 
He serves my lord with all his will ! His heart's 
In his vocation. So ! Is this tlie letter ? 
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'Tis upside down. — and here I'm poring on't ! 
Most fit I let liim see mc play tlie fool ! 
Shame. Let me be inyself 1 

[^A Seroant entere tcilh materiabfor icriling. 
A table, sir, 

\_Tke Sereant hrinffS a table and chair, and goesotU. 

Skedts a white, vacantly gazitig ontheletter 

then looks at Clippokd. 
How plainly showa his humble sait ! 
It fita not liim tbat weara it ! I liave wrong'd liim ! 
He can't be happy — does not look it ! is not. 
Tbat eye whicb reads the ground is argument 
Enougb ! He loves me. Thete I let him stand,' 
And I am eitting ! 

'[_Rues^ takea a chair, and approaekes Clifford. 
Pray you take a chair. 

{Hehoic3,<xsa^nowledginganddeclitiinyihehonour. 
She looks at hitn a white. 
Clifford, why don't you speak to nie ? \_She tccsps. 

Cli/. I trust 
Yüu're happy. 

Julia. Happy ! Very, very happy ! 
You see 1 weep, I am so happy ! Tears 
Are signs, you know, of nouglit but happiness ! 
Wlien first I saw you, little did 1 look 
To be so happy ! Cliffurd ! 
Clif. Madam? 
Jiäia. Madam ! 
1 call thee ClifFotd, and tbou c-ill'et me madam ! 
Clif. Such the address my duty "^Imts mc to. 
Thou art tlie wife elect of a piond Earl — 
Whose humble secretarj Sole, im I 

Julia. Most rigbt! I had foig>t' I thank you, 

For so reminding me ; and give j nu joj , 
That what, I see, liad been a burthen to you, 
Ib fairly off your hands. 

Cliß A burthen to me ! 
Mean you yourself ? Are you that burthen, Julia ? 
Siiy tliat the sun's a burthen to the earth ! 
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Say tiiat the blood's a burthen to the heart ! 
Say healtli's a burtlien, peace, contentmeiit, joy, 
Fame, richea, liooours ! everything that man 
Desires, and gives tbe narae of blessing to 1 — 
E'en such a biirtbcn, Julia were to mc, 
Had fortune let nie wear lier, 

Julia. \_A^de.^ On the brjnk 
Of what a precipice l'ni staDding ! Back, 
Back ! while tlie fa^iulty remaios to dü't ! 
A minute longer, not the whiripool'a seif 
More sure to auck tbee down ! One efFort ! Thcre ! 

\jShe returns to her seat, recovery her gelf-possmsion, 
takea up tke htter, and read». 
To wed to-morrow night ! Wed whom ? A man 
Whoni I can nevev love ! I should before 
Have tliougbt of tbat, To-morrow niglit ! Tliis hour 
To-morrow ! How I tremble ! Happy bands 
To whicli my hcart such freezing welcome gives, 
As senda an ague througb me ! At wbat ineans 
Will not the desperate anatch ! W^hat^s honour's price ? 
Nor friends, nor lovers, — no, nor life itaelf ! 
Clifford ! This moment leave me ! 

[Clifford retires upthestage out of 3v\.ik'e,sight. 
Is be gone ! 

docile lover ! Do bis mistress' wisJi 
Tbat went againat liis own ! Do it ao soou ! — 
Ere well 'twas utter'd ! No good-bye to her ! 
No Word ! no look ! 'Twas best that he so went ! 
Alas, the strait of lier, wbo owns that best, 
Wbich last sbe'd wish were done ? What's Icft me 

To weep '. To weep ! 

{^Leans her kead upoti her arm, wkiek reeU upon 
the deik, — her otker wrm lutiiffing lutlessly al 
her side. Clifford eomeg doien- tke etage, looks 
a moment at her, approackea her, and knedinff, 
taJces her hand. 
Clif. My Julia ! 
Julia. Here again, 
Up ! up ! By all thy hopes of Heaven go bence ! 
To stay's perdition to me ! Look you, Clifford ! 
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Were there a grave wliero thon art knceling now, 

I'd walk into't, and be ineaith'd alive, 

Ere taint aliould touch my Dame ! Shoiild some onc 

And See thee kneeling thus ! Irft go my band \ 
ReniPinbcr, Clifford, I'ra a promised bridc — 
And take thy arm away ! It has no right 
To clasp my waist ! Judge you so poorly of ine, 
As think I'll sufFer thia ? My honour, air ! 

[_SAe breaki/rom kirn, quitting lier seat. 
I'm glad you've furced me to respect myself — - 
You'il find that I can do so ! 

Clif. Iwasbold— 
ForgetfuI of your Station and my own ; 
There was a timo I licld your hand unchid ! 
Tliere was a time I might ba^e tlasp'd your waist — 
I had forgot that time was past and gone ! 
I ptay you, pardon me ! 

JitUa. {»^lened.^ I do so, Clifford. 
Clif. I shall no more offen d. 
Julia. Make sure of that. 
No longer is it fit thou kcep'st thy post 
In's lotdship's liousehold. Give it up ! A day — 
An hour remain not in it ! 
Clif. Wherefore? 
Julia. Live 
In the eanie house with me, and I another's ? 
Put miles, put loagues between iis ! The same land 
Sboutd not contain \\s, Oceans ahould divido us — 
With barriers of constant tempests — such 
As niarinera durst not tempt .' O CUfFord ! 
Rasli was the act so light that gave me up, 
Tliat stong a womans pride, and drovo her mad — 
Till in her frenzy slie destroy'd lier peace ! 
Oll, it was rashly done ! Had you reproved— 
Expostulated, — liad you reason'd with me — 
Tried to find out wbat was indced my heart, — 
I would have ahowu it — ^you'd have aeen it. All 
Kad been as nouglit can ever be again ! 
Clif. Lovest thou me, Julia ? 
Jalia. Dost thou ask me, Clifford ? 
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Clif. These nuptiala may be sliunn'd — 

Julia. With honour \ 

Clif. Yes. 

Julia. Then takeme I Stop — liearme, and take me 

Let not thy passion be my counsellot ! 
Deal witk me, ClifFord, as my brother. Bo 
Tlie jealous guardian of my spotlesa name ! 
Scan tUou my cause as 'twere thy siater's. Let 
Thy scrutiny o'erlook no point of it, — 
Nor tum it over once, but many a time : — 
That flaw, speck, — yea — the shade of one, — a soil 
So slight, not one out of a, tlioiisand eyes 
CouW find it out, — may not eseape thee ; then 
Say if these nuptials can be shunn'd with honour .' 

Clif. Theycan. 

Jidia. Then take me, ClifFord ! [ Tkey embrcux. 

Wai. {entering.'] Ha! 'What's this ? 
Ha ! treason ! What ! my baronet tliat was, 
My secretary now ? Your servant, sir ! 
Is't thus you do the pleasure of your lord, — - 
That for your Service, feeds you, clothes you, pays you ! 
Or takest thou but the name of bis dependant ! 
'What'a here l — a letter, Fifty crowns to one 
Ä forgery ! I'm wrong, It is bis band. 
Thia provea thee double traitor ! 

CUf. Tnütor! 

Julia. Nay, 
Control tby wrath, good Master Walter ! Do, — 
An4 ril peranade bim to go hence — [Mastee Walter 

retiree up the lUige.'] I see 
For me thou beareat this, and tbank thee, Clifford '. 
Aa thou hast truly sbown thy heart to me, 
So truly I to thee have open'd mine ! 
Time fiiea ! To-morrow ! If tby love can find 
A way, auch aa tliou said'st, for my enlargement, 
By any nieans thou eanst, apprise me of it, — 
And aoon as aliown, l'il take it. 

Wal. Is he gone ? 

Julia. He is tliia moment. If thou eovet'st me, 
Win me, and wear mc ! May I trust thee ? Oh ! 
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If tliaf a thy soul, tlmt'a looking tlirougli thino eyes, 
Thou luvest me, and I iiiay ! — I sitken, lest 
I never see tbee more ! 

CU/. As life is mine, 
The ring tliat on tliy wedding ünger goes 
No band but luine sliali place tliere ! 

fVal. Lingers he ? 

Julia. For my sake, now away ! Anil yet a word, 
By all thy hopes most dear, bc truo to me ! 
Go now 1 — yet stay ! Clifford, white you are here, 
I'm like a hark distresa'd and compassltisa, 
That by a beacon steers ; when you're away, 
That bark alone, and tossing miles at sea ! 
Now go ! Farewell ! My compass — beacon — land ! 
Wlien sliall my eyes be bless'd with thee again ! 

Clif. Farewell! [_Goes oul. 

Julia. Art gone ! All's chance — all's care — all's 
darkness ! [h led offbi/ Master Walter. 



ACT V. 

SCENE l.—An Apartment in tke Earl of Rockdale's. 

Enter Helen and Fathoh. 

Fath. The long and the sliort of it is this — if she 
mames this Lord, she'U break her lieart ! 1 wish you 
could See her, madam. Poor lady ! 

Helen. How looks ahe, jiritliee '( 

Falk. Harry, for all the worid like a dripping wet 
cambric liandkerchief ! Siie has no colour nor strength 
in her ; and doea notliing but weep— poor lady ! 

Helen. Teil me again what said she to tliec ? 

Fath. Site ofFered me all she was mistress of to take 
the letter to Jlaster Clifford. Slie drew her purse from 
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herpocket — tlie ring from her finger — she took hervery 
ear-rings out of her ears — but I was forbidden, and 
refused. And now I'm sorry for it ! Poor lady ! 

Helen. Thou should'st be sorry. Thou hast a hard 
Iieart, Fathom. 

Fath. I, madam ! My heart is as soft as a womao'a. 
You should have seen me when I came out of her 
Chamber— poor lady ! 

Helen. Didyoucry? 

FaiA. No ; but Iwasasnear itaspossible, lahard 
heart ! I would do anything to serve her, poor sweet 

Helen. Will you take her letter, asks she you again? 

FatA. No— I am forbid. 

Helm. "Will you lielp Master Clifford to an interview 
with her ! 

Faih. No — Master Walter would find it out. 

Helen, Will you contrive toget meintolTerchamber? 

Fath. No — you would be sure to bring me into 
miechief. 

Helen. Go to ! You would do nothing to serve her. 
You a soft heart ! You have no heart at all ! You 
fee! not for lier ! 

Fath. But I teil you I do — and good right I have to 
feel for her. I have becn in love myself. 

Helen. With your dinner ! 

Fath. I would it had becn ! My pain would soon 
have been over, and at little cost. A fortuno I squan- 
dered upon her ! — trinkets — -trimmings — treatings — 
what swallowed up the revcnuo of a whole year ! 
Wasu't I in love ? Six moaths I courted her, and a 
dozen crowns all but one did I disburse for her in that 
tinie ! Wasn't I in love ? An hostler— a tapster — 
and a constable, courted her at the same time, and I 
offered to cudgel the wbole tbree of them for lier ! 
Wasn't I in luve ? 

Hel^t. You are a valiatit man, Fathom. 

Falli. Am not I ? Walks not the eartli the man I 
am afraid of. 

Helen. Fear you not Master Walter ? 

Fath. No. 
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Helen. You do. 

Fatk. I don't. 

Helen. I'll prove it to you. You aec him Lreaking 
your yuung mistress'a heart, and have not the manlioüd 
to atiuid by her. 

Fatk. WHiat could I do for her ? 

Helm. Let her out of prison. It werc the aet of a 

/■((iA. Tliat man am I ! 

Helen. Well said, bravo Fathom [ 

Fath. Butmy place! — 

Helen. I'll provide thee with a better one. 

Fath. 'Tis a capital place ! So littlc to do, and sn 
mucb to get for't. Six pounda in the year ; two suits 
of livery ; shoes and atockings, and a famous larder. 
HeM be a bold man that would put aueh a place in 
jeopardy. My place, Madam, my plaeo ! 

Helen. I'tell thee I'll provide thee with a better place. 
Thou shalt have less to do, and movß to get. Now, 
Fathom, hast thou courage to stand by thy mistress ? 

Falk. I have ! 

Helen. That's right. 

FaiA. I'll let my lady out. 

Enter Master Walter unperceived. 

Helen. That's right. When, Fathom ? 

Fath. To-night. 

Helen. She is to bo marriod to-night. 

Fatk. Thia evening then. Master Walter ia now in 
the library, the key is on the outside, and I'll lock him 
in. 

Helen. Escellent ! You'll do it ? 

Fatk. Eely upon it. How he'U stare when he finds 
himself a prisoner, and my young lady at liberty ! 

Helen. Most excellent ! You'll be sure to do it ? 

Fatk. Depend upon me ! When Fathom undertakea 
a thing, be deües fire and water — 

fVal. £Comi})ff foricard.'] Fathom! 

Falk. Sir! 

Wal. Assemble straigbt the servants. 

Fatk. Yea, sir ! 
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Wal. Mind, 
And Iiave them in the hall wlien I come down. 

Fatk. Yes, sir ! 

Wal. And aee you do not stir a stcp, 
But where I order you. 

Falk. Not an incli, sir ! 

Wal. See tliat you doa't — away 1 So, my fair mia- 
tress, ^Fathom goes out. 

What's tliis you have been plotting ? An escape 
For miatress Jnlia 1 

Helen. I avow it. 

Wal, Do you ? 

Helen. Yes; and moreover to your face I teil you, 
Most liardly do you use her, 

Wal. Verily! 

Helen. I wonder wbere'a her apirit ! Ilad slie miiie, 
Sbe would not take't so eaaily. Do you mean 
To force tliis marriage on her ? 

Wal. With your leave. 

Helen. You laugh. 

Wal. Without it then. I don't laugh now. 

Helen. If I were she, I'd find a way to escape. 

Wal. "What would you do ? 

Helen. I'd leap owt of the window ! 

Wal. Your window should be barr'd. 

Helen. I'd cheat you still ! 
I'd hang myself cre I'd be forced to marry ! 

Wal. "Well Said ! you ahall be married, then, to-night. 

Helen. Married to-night ! 

Wal. As Sure aa I have Said it. 

Helen. Two worda to that. Pray who'a to he my 
bridegroom ! 

Wai. A daughter's hushand is her father's choice. 

Helen. My father'a daiighter nc'ev shall wed auch 
huaband ! 

Wal. Indeed! 

Helen. I'U pick a huabaiid for myself. 

Wal. Indeed! 

Helen. Indeed, sir ; and indeed again ! 

Wal. Go dress you for the marriage ceremony. 

Helen. But, Master Walter, what is it you mean ? 
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Enter Modus. 

Wal. Here comea yout cousin ; — lie sliall be your 
hridesman ! 
The thought's a sudden one, — tliat will excuse 
Defect in your appointnients. A piain dress, — 
So 'tis of wliite, — will du. 

Helen. I'll dress in black. 
I'U quit Uie Castle. 

IVal. Tbat you shall not do. 
Its d'iors are guarded by my lord's domeatics, 
Its avcnues — ita gtounds : what you must do, 
Do witli a goud grace. In an liour, or less, 
Your father will be Iiere. Make up your mind ' 
To take with thankfulneaa the man lio gives you. 
Now, ^Aside} if they find not out how beat tlieir hearts, 
I liave no ekill, not I, in feeliug pulaea, [Goes out. 

Helen. Wliy, cousin Modus! ffliat ! will you 
stand by 
And sce rac forced to marry ? Cousin Modus ! 
Havc you not got a tongue ? llave you not eyes ? 
Do you not see Tm very — very ill. 
And not a cbair in all the corridor ? 

Mod. I'U find one in the study. 

Helm. Hang tlie study ! 

Mod. My room's at band. I'll fetoh one thence. 

Helen. You sban't ! 
I'd faint ere you came back ! 

Mod. "What sliall I do ? 

Helen. Vi'hy don't you offer to Support me ? Welt ? 
Give me your arm — be quick ! [Modus oßers Ais arm. 
Is tliat the way 

To help a lady when she's like to faint ? 
rU drop uniess you catch me ! [^Modtts eupporUher. 
Tbat will do; 
I'm better now — [^MoDCS offere to leave ker^ don't leave 

me ! Is one well 
Because one's better ? Hold my band. Keep so. 
I'll aoon recover ao you inove not. Lovea he — ^Aside. 
Wliich I'll be swom he does, le'Jl own it now. 
■\Vdl, cousin Modus? 
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Mod. Well, Bweet cousin ! 

Helm. Well? 
You lieard wliat Maater "Walter Said ? 

Mod. I did. 

Helen. Andwoiild j-ouhavememarry ? Caii't yoi 
apeak ? 
Say yes or no. 

Mod. No, cousin. 

Helen. Bravely said ! 
And w!iy, my gallant cousin ? 

Mod. Why? 

Helen. Äh, why ? — 
Wonnen, you know, are fond of reasona — wliy 
Woiild you not have me inarry ? How you blusli ! 
Is it becauae you do not know the rcaaon ? 
You mind me of a story of a couain 
Who once lier cousin auch a queation ask'd. 
He liad not been to College tliougli — for books, 
Had paas'd bis tinie in reading ladica' eyes, 
Which lie could constnie marvellously well, 
Though writ in language all aynibolical. 
Tliua stood tbey once together, on a day — 
Ab we stand now — discoursed as we discourse, — 
But with this difference, — fiftygentle words 
He spoke to ber, for one slie spoke to him ! — 
Wliat a dear consin ! well, as I did say, 
As now I question'd thee, sbe question'd bim. 
And wliat was Ins reply ? To think of it 
Sets my heart beating — 'twas ao kind a one ! 
So like a cousin's answer — a dear couain ! 
A gentle, honest, gallant, Joving cousin .' 
What did be say ? A man might find it ont, 
Though never read he Ovid'a Art of Love. 
What did he say ? He'd marry her bimself \ 
How stu]iid are you, couain .' Let me go ! 

Mod. You are not well yet ? 

Helen. Ycs. 

Mod. l'm sure you're not? 

Helen. l'm sure I am. 

Mod. Nay, iet me hold you, consin ! 
I likc it. 
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Helm. Do you ? I would wager you 
You could not teil mo why you like it. Well ? 
You See how tnie I know you ! How you stare ! ' 
"What See you in my iace to wondcr at? 

Mod. A pair of eyes ! 

Helen. At last iie'll find liia tongue — l_Aside. 

And saw you ne'er a pair of eyes before ? 

Mod. Not such & pair. 

Helen. And wliy? 

Mod. They are so liriglit ! 
You have a Grecian noae. 

Helen. Indeed. 

Mod. Indeed ! 

Helen. What kind of moutli liave I ? 

Mod. A haudaome onc. 
1 never saw so sweet a pair of Ups ! 
I ne'er saw ups at all tili now, dear cousin ! 

Helen. Cousin, I'ni weil, — you need not hold me now. 
Do you not hear ? I teil you I am well ! 
I need your arm no longer — take't away ! 
So tight it locks me, 'tis with pain I breathe ! 
Let me go, cousin ! Whcrefore do you hold 
Yoor face so closc to mine ? What do you mean ? 

Mod. You've qnestion'd me, and now I'Ü question 
you. 

Helen. IVTiat would you leam ? 

Mod. The usc of Ups. 

Helm. Tospeak. 

Mod. Nought eise ? 

Helen, How hold my modest consin gruws ! 
Why, other use know you ? 

Mod. I do ! 

Helen. Indeed ! 
You're wondrous wise? And pray what is it ? 

Mod. This ! {^Attempts to kiss her. 

Helen. Soft ! My hand thanks you, cousin — for my 

I keep them fot a husband! — Nay, stand off! 
I'il not be held in manacles again ! 
Why do you foUow me ? 
Mod. I love you, cousin ! 
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Helm. cousin, aayyouso! Tliat's passing strängt ! 
Falls uut most crossly— is a dire niishap — 
A thing to sigh for, weep für, languisli for, 
And die for ! 

Mod. Die for ! 

Helen. Yes, with laughter, cousin ! 
For, cousin, I love you ! 

Mod. And yiin'U be mine ? 

Helen. I will. 

Mod. Your iiand upon it. 

Helen. Hand and lieart. 
Hie to thy dresaing-room, and 111 to mine — 
Attire thee for the aitar — so will I. 
Whoe'er may cliüm me, tliou'rt tlie man aliall liaye me. 
Away! Despatch ! But hark you, erc yo« go, 
Ne'er brag of reading Ovid's Art of Tiove ! 

Mod. And cousin ! stop — one little word witii you ! 
[She retums, he matches a Ks».] 

[ They go out seneraUy. 



SCENE IL— JWJa'Ä Ckamher. 
Enter Julia. 
Julia. No Word from him, and eveoing now set in ! 
He cannot play me false ! His inessenger 
Is dogg'd— or letter intcrceptcd. I'm 
Beset witli epics ! — No tescue ! — No escape ! — 
The hoiir at hand that brings my bridegroom home ! 
No relative to aid me ! friend to counsel me ! 

[A knock at th^ door. 
Come in. 

Euter two Female Attendaiits. 
Your wiü ? 

F%Ttt Attendant, Your toiiet waits, my lady; 
'Tis time you dress. 

Julia, 'Tis time I die I [_A pealo/hells-l What'sthat? 
First Attendant. Your weddiiig bells, my lady. 
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Julia. Merrily 
Tliuy ring my knell '. 

[Second AiievA^at presenU an open case. 
And pray you what are theae ? 

Second Attendant. Your wedding jewels. 

Julia. Set them by. 

Second Attendant. Indeed 
Was ne'er a braver set ! A necklace, broocli. 
And ear-rings all of brilHants, with a hoop 
To guard your wedding ring. 

Julia. 'Twould need a guard 
That lacks a heart to keep it ! 

Second Attendant. Here's a heart 
Suspended from the necklace — one huge diamond 
Imbedded in a host of smaller ones ! 
Oh! how it sparklcs ! 

Julia. Show it nie ! Bright heart, 
Tby luatre, should I wear thee, will he false, — 
For thou the emblem art of love and truth, — 
From her that wears thee iinto him that gives thee. 
Back to tliy case ! Better thou ne'er shoiildst leave it — 
Better thy gems a tlionaand fathoms dcep 
In tbeir native mine again, tlian grace my neck, 
And lend thy fair face to palm off a lie ! 

First Attendant. Wilt please you dressl 

Julia. Ah ! in infected clothea 
New from a pest-house ! Leave me ! If I dress, 
1 dress alone ! for a friend ! Timo gallops ! 

[^Attendants ffo out. 
He that should guard me is niine cnemy! 
Constrains me to abide the fatal die, 
My rashness, not my reason cast ! He comea, 
That will exact the forfeit ! Must I pay it ?— 
E'en at the cüstof uttcr hankruptcy! 
What's to be done? Pronounce the vow that parts 
My body from my soul ! To what it loathes 
Links that, while this is link'd to what it loves I 
Condemned to such perdition ! "What's to be doni^ ? 
Stand at the altar in an hour from this ! 
An hour thence seated at his board — a wife 
Thence ! — frenny's in the thought ! What's to be dune? 
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fFal. Wbat ! run the waves so !iigli ? Kot readj- 
yet ! 
Your lord will soon bc here ! Tlie guests collect. 

Julia. Show me some way to 'acape these nuptials ! 
Doit! 
Some opeiiliig for avoidance or escape, — 
Or to thy charge I'll lay a broken lieart ! 
It may be, broken vows, and blasted lionour ! 
Or eise a mind distrauglit ! 

JVal. What's this ? 

Julia-, The strait 
I'm fallen iuto niy patience cannot bear ! 
It frights my reason — warps my sense of virtue ! 
Religion ! changea me into a thing, 
I look at with abliorring ! 

Wal. Listen to nie. 

Julia. Listen to me, and heed me ! If tbis contract 
Thon bold'st me to — abide thou the result ! 
Answer to heaven for what I suffer !— act ! 
Prepare thyself for auch calamity 
To fall on me, and those wbose evil stars 
Have link'd them with me, as no past misliap, 
However rare, and marveUonsly sad, 
Can parallel ! Lay thy account to Kve 
A smileless life, die an unpitied death — 
Abhorr'd, abaiidoii'd of thy kind, — -as one 
Who had the guarding of a young maid's peace, — 
Look'd on and saw her rashly petil it ; 
And wlien she saw her danger, and confess'd 
Her fault, compell'd lier to complete lier riiin ! 

fVal. Hast dono ! 

Julia. Another moraent, and 1 have. 
Be warn'd ! Beware how you abandon me 
To myaelf ! I'm yonng, rash, inexperieuced ! tenipted 
By most insufferable misery ! 
Bold, desperate, and reckless ! Thou hast agc, 
Eipetience, wisdom, and coüeotedness, — 
Power, freedom, — every thing that I have not, 
Yet want, as none e'er waiited ! Thou canst save me, 
Thou ought'st ! tliou must '- I teil thee at his feet 



•dby Google 



THE nUMCHBACE. 387 

I'll fall a corse — ere mount hia bridal Ijed '. 
So choose betwist my rescue and my grave ; — 
And quickly too ! Tlie liour of sacrifice 
Is near ! Anon tbe immolating priest 
Will aummon me ! Düvise some spccdy meana 
To cheat tlie altar of its victim, Do it ! 
Nor leave tlie task to me ! 
JVal. Hast done ? 
Julia. I have. 

fFal, Then üst to me — and ailently, if not 
"Wilh patience, — [Britiffs ekairg/or himsdfand ker.^ 
How I watch'd thee from tliy childhood, 
ril not recall to thee. Tliy father's wisdoni — 
"VVhosc humble inatrument I was — directed 
Your nonage sliould be pasa'd in privacy, 
From your apt mind that far outstripp'd your yeara, 
Foaring tlie taint of an infected world ; — 
For, in tlie ricli grounds, weeds once taking root, 
Grow atrong as flowers. He might be riglit or wrong ! 
I thonght liim riglit ; and tlierefure did liis bidding. 
Moat eertainly he loved you — so did I ; 
Ay ! well as 1 had been myself your fatlier ! 

X_His hand is reating upon ku knee, Julia <tttempte 

to take it — ke ■witMratos ü — looks at her — s/ie 

hange li^r head. 
Well ; yon may take my band ! I need not say 
How fast you grew in knowledge, and in goodness, — 
That hope could scarce enjoy its golden dreama 
So soon fulfilment realized them sW \ 
Enough. You came to womanhood, Your lieart. 
Pure aa thi> leaf of tlie conaummatc bud, 
That's new «nfolded by the smiling sun, 
And ne'et knew biight nor canker ! 

^Jdlia atUmpts io place her other hand cn h'w 

nkouldm- — he leans front her— lookt at her — ahi; 

hangg her head again. 
Put it there ! 

Where left I off? I know ! When a good woman 
Is fitly mated, she growa douhly good, 
How good soe'er before ! I foiind the man 
I tiiought a match für thee ; and, soon as found. 
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Proposed him to thee, 'Twas yonr fatliei'a will, 
Occasion offerjng, you should bc marricd 
Soon as you reach'd to womanhood, — You iikcd 
My choice — nccepted him.- — -We came to town ; 
"Where, by importaiit matter summoo'd theucc, 
I left you an affianced bride ! 

Julia. You did ! 
You did 1 ^Leana her head upon Iter kand and weepe, 

Wal. Nay, check tliy tears '. Let judgmcnt now, 
Not passion, be awake. On my retum, 
I found thee^what ? I'U not deacribc the thing 
I found tlice then ! I'll not deacribe my pangs 
To See theo such a thing ! The enginaev 
"Who lays tlie last stone of liis sea-built tower, 
It cost him years and yeara of toil to raiae, — 
And, smiling at it, teils the winds and wa^es 
To roar and whistle now — but, in a night, 
Beholds tlie tempest aporting in ita place — 
May look aghast, ns I did ! 

Julia, \_falling on her hnees.'] Pardon nie ! 
Forgive me ! pity me ! 

Wal. Resume thy seat. \Raiges her.~\ 
I pity thee ; perhaps not theo alone 
It fits to sue for pardou. 

Julia. Me alune I 
Nene otlier ! 

Wal. But tu vindicate niyself, 
I name thy lover's Stern desertion of thee. 
What waat thou then with wounded prida ? A tliinn 
To leap into a torrent ! throw itself 
Fioni a precipice I rush into a fire ! I saw 
Thy madness — knew to thwart it were to chafe it — 
And humour'd it to tako that course, I thouglit. 
Adopted, käst 'twould rue ! 

Julia. 'Twas wisely done. 

Wal. At leaat 'twas for the best ! 

Jidia. To blame thee for it, 
"Was adding shame to shame ! But, Master Walter 1 
These nuptiala ! — must they noeds go on ? 

Servant. [enterinff.] More guests 
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Wal. Attend to tbem. |^Servant ffoes out. 

Julia. Dear Master Walter '. 
Is tliere no way to escape these nuptials ? 

Wal. Know'st not 
"What with theae nuptials comes ? Hast tlioa forgot ? 

Julia. Wliat ? 

Wal. Notiiing !— I did teil thee of a tliing. 

Julia. What was it ? 

Wal. To forget it was a fault ! 
Look back and thiuk. 

Julia. I caii't remember it. 

Wal, Fatbers, make strawsyour cliildren ! Nature's 
nothing ! 
Blood nothing I Once in other veina it mna, 
It no more yearnctli for the parent flood, 
Than doth the stream that from the source disparts. 
Talk not of love instinctive — what yon call so 
Is hut the brat of custom ! Your own flesh 
By liabit eleavea to yon — without, 
Hath no adhesion ! [jisttie.] So ; yon have forgot 
You have a fatlier, and are here to meet him ! 

Julia. I'U not deny it. 

Wal. You should blush for*t. 

Julia. No ! 
No ! no : hear, Master Walter ! what'a a father 
Tliat you've not been to nie ? Nay, turn not from me, 
For at the name a boly awe I own, 
That now ahnost inclines my knee to carth ! 
But thou to me, except a fether's name. 
Hast all the father been : the care — the love — 
The guidance — the protection of a father. 
Canst wonder, then, if like thy child I feel, — 
And feeling so, that father^s claim forget 
Whom ne'er I knew, save by tlie name of onc ? 
Oh turn to me, and do not chide me ! or 
If thou wilt chide, chide on ! but turn to nie ! 

Wal. IJslruff^liriff leith emotion.~\ My Julia ! 

[Emhraces her. 

Julia. Now, dear Master Walter, hear me ! 
Is there no way to 'scape these nuptials ? 

Wal. Julia, 
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A proniise made admits not of release, 

Save by consent or forfeiture of tliose 

Wlio hold it — so it should be ponder'd well 

Before we let it go. Ere man should say 

I broke the word I liad tlie power to keep, 

I'd loae the life I liad tJie power to part witli ! 

Bemember, Julia, thou and I to-day 

Mu3t to thy father of thy training render 

A strict iiccount. AVhile honour's left to na, 

Wo have aomething — nothing, liaving all but that. 

Now for thy last act of ohedience, Julia ! 

Present thyselE before thy bridegroom ! \^Ske asmnts. ] 

Good! 
My Julia's now heraelf ! Show him thy heart. 
And to hia houour leave't to set thee free 
Or hold thee hound. Tliy father will ba by ! 

[ They go out aeveralJy. 



SCENE m.^The Bmqming Roont. 
Enter Master Waltkb and Mastisk Heahtweli,. 
Heart. Thanks, Master Walter ! Ne'er was child 
more beut 
To do her father's will, you'U own, tban mine : 
Yet never one more froward, 

Wal. All runs fair — 
Fair may all end ! To-day you'U learn the cause 
That took me out of town. But soft awhile, — 
Here comea tlio bridegroom, with his friends, and liere 
The aij-obedient bvide. 

Entei- Ott one Iiand Julia, and en the other hand Lomi 
RounnALB leilh Lobd Tihsei^ and friends — aßcrwai-dx 
Cliffoad. 

Rock. la she not fair ? 

Tin. She'JI do, Your serrant, lady ! Master Walter, 
We're glad to see you. Sirs, you're welcome all 
What vvait they für ? Are we to wed or not i 
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We're ready — wliy don't they prcaent the bride ? 
I hope they know slie is to wed an earl. 

Rock. Should I speak firat ? 

Tin. Not for your Coronet ! 
I, as yonr friend, may make tlie first advance. 
We've come liere to be married. Where's tlie bride ? 

Wal. There standa shc, lord ; if 'tis her will to wed, 
His lordship's free to tako her. 

Tin. Not a step ! 
I, as your friend, may lead Iilt t» your lordsliip. 
Fair lady, by your leave. 

Julia. No ! not to yoTj. 

Titi. I ask your band to give it to liis lordsliip, 

Julia. Nor to his lordsbip — save he will accept 
My hand without my heart ! but I'll present 
My knee to hini, and, by his lofty rank, 
Implore Iiini now to do a lofty deed 
Will lift its stately liead above his rank, — 
Assert bim nobler yet in worth than name, — 
And, in tbe place of an nnwilling bride, 
Unto a willing debtor make bim lord, — 
Whose thanka shall be bis vassala, night and day 
Tliat still shall wait upon bim '■ 

Tin. Wliat nieans this ? 

Julia. Wliat ia't belioves a wife to bring her lord ? 

fVal. A whole heart, and a true one. 

Julia. I have none ! 
Not half a Iieart — the fraetion of a heart ! 
Am I 3 woman it befits to wed ? 

JVal. Why, where's thy heart ? 

Julia. Gone — ont of my kseping 1 
Lost— past recovery : riglit and title to it — 
And all given up ! and he thiit's owner on't. 
So fit to wear it, were it fifty hearts, 
I'd give it to bim all ! 

Wal. Tliou dost not iiican 
His lordship'a secretary ? 

Julia. Yes. Away 
Diaguiaes! in that secretary know 
Tlie niaster of the heart, of which, the poor, 
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Unvalucd, empty casket, at your feet, — 

Ita jewel gone, — I row deapairing tbrow ! \^Knedg.~] 

0! liis lord's bi'ide Iih's lord ! lord puramoiiiit ! 

To whnm her virgin !iom:^e first ehe paid, — 

'Gainat wlioin rebell'd in frowardness alone, 

Nor knew herself how loyal to him, tili 

Another clalin'd her duty — ^tlien awoke 

To Sense of all she owed him — all his worth — 

And all her imdeservings ! 

7"!». Lady, we came not here to treat of hearts, — 
But marriage; whieli, so please you, ia witli us 
A simple joining, by the priest, of iiands. 
A ring's put on ; a prayer or two is said ; 
You're man and wife, — and notliing mare ! For hcarts, 
"We üft'ner do witliout, tlian with them, lady ! 

Clif. So does not wed this lady '. 

Tin, Who are yoii ? 

Clif. I'm sceretary to the Earl of Roclidale. 

Tin. My lord ! 

Bock. I knovv him not — 

Tin. I know bim now — 
Your lordship's rival ! Once Sir TJiomas Clifford. 

Clif. Yes, and the bridegroom <if that lady tlien, 
Then loved ber — loves her still ! 

Julia. "Was lov'd hy her — 
Thoitgb tlien slie knsw it not ! — ia lovcd by her, 
As now she knows, and all tlie world may know! 

Tin. "VVe can't be laugh'd at. We are liere to wed. 
And shali fulfil our contract, 

Jalia. Clifford ! 

Clif. Julia! 
Yuu will not give your hand ? 

{^A pause— Jvhix seerm utterlf/ losf. 

Wal. Yoo have forgot 
Again, YoH have a father ! 

Julia. Bring him now, — 
To See thy Juli;» justify thy trainlng. 
And lay her life down to redeem her word ! 

fVal. And so redeems her all ! Is it your will, 
My Jord, these nuptials ahould go on ? 
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Roch. It is. 

Wal. Then is It min« tliey stop ! 

Till. I toM your lordsliip 
Yoii sliould not keep a Iluncliback for your agont. 

Wal. Thonglit like my fiithcr, my good lord, wlio said 
He wonld tiot liave a Hunchback for hia son, — 
So do I pardon you the savage slight ! 
My lord, tliat I am not as straiglit as you. 
Was blemish neitber of my tboHglit nor will, 
My liead nor heart. It was no act of mine, — 
Yet did it curdle nature''» kindly milk 
E'en where 'tis liehest — in a pareot's breast — 
To cnst me out to Iieartlesa fosteri^e, 
Not iieartlesa always, as it prov'd — and give 
My portion to anotlier ! the same blood— 
Bat rU be aworn, in vein, my lord, and soul^ 
Although his trunk did swerve no raore tlian yours — 
Not half 90 straigbt as I. 

Tbl. Upon my lifo 
Yüu've got a modest agent, Rochdale ! Now 
Ile'll prove liimself deseendod- — ^mark my words — 
From soaie small gentleman ! 

Wal. And so you thought, 
Wltere nature play'd the churl, it wonld be fit 
Tbat fortune play'd it too. You would havo had 
My lord absolve me of my agency ! 
Fair lord, the flaw did cost me fifty timea — 
A Uundred timps my agency : — but all's 
Recover'd. Look, my lord, ateatament 
To make a pension of las lordahip's rent roll ! 
It ia my fatlier's, and was left by him. 
In caso his heir should die without a son, 
Then to he open'd. Heaven did send a son 
To hlesa tlie heir. Heaven took its gift away. 
He died — His father died. And Master Walter — 
The imsiglitly agent of his lordsbip there — 
TheHunchbackwhom your lordsliip would have strijip'd 
Of his agency, — is now tlie Earl of Rothdale ! 

Tin. We've made a small mistake liere. Never mind, 
'Tis notliing in a iord. 
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